POE MS, 
f ; BY THE LATE | 
Mr. STEPHEN CHATTERTON, of Willenhall; 


CONSISTING OF 


ELEGIES, ODES, and SONGS; 


WITH VARIOUS OTHER PIECES, 


POLITICAL and HUMOROUS, SATIRICAL and 
DESCRIPTIVE. 


To which are added, in Prose, 
STRICTURES on the late BIRMINGHAM RIOTS, 


" Written in the ancient Eastern Dialect, 
% And it came to pass,“ &c, &c. 


TO lash the follies of the age; ; 
With venal statesmen war to wage; 

In Freedom's cause, both warm and true, 
Firm to her sons, our Author view. 
Gainst lawless mobs, and riots dire, 

His soul indignant, see, takes fire! 

Nor spares the men, deem'd base and mean, 
Who acted here behind the scene. 

To light up Mirth in social glee, 

The well-tim'd Ode, and Song we see; 
While Wit and Humor genuine shine 

In ev'ry page, in ev'ry line. 

Would you the Author further know, 
Peruse his Works —the Man Tarzy shew. 


. THE EDITOR. 
London: 
PRINTED FOR THE AUTHOR's WIDOW. 
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IN every literary work it is generally expected 
to give the reader some motives for its publica- 
tion, as well as an account of the matter con- 
tained in it. To satisfy him herein, the mo- 
tives are three: First, to fulfil the author's 
desire, it having been his often declared inten- 
tion of favouring the public with his productions 
himself, had he lived a short time longer. 
Second, it was considered that such valuable 
compositions ought not to be concealed, or that 
the public should lose the benefit and pleasure 
to be derived from the perusal of them. Third, 
and principally, the intention is to raise thereby 
a small contribution to his very worthy, and 
justly respected widow; who in the original 
address written by Mr. Chatterton, her hus- 
band, in the following words she will thank- 
fully receive. | 
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« Should she on the present occasion for- 
e tunately experience the patronage of her par- 
4 ticular friends, as well as of a generous and 
« indulgent public, she humbly begs leave to 
« agsure them, that she will joyfully embrace 
% any opportunity which may offer, of testify- 
ing her warmest gratitude to every person 
«© who has honoured her with their names for 
« her revered husband's works,” &c. 


Respecting the matter contained in these 
valuable pieces of literature, the reader will 
best judge of their merit by the perusal of 
them, the following "RE a Table of their 
Contents, | 
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I NVOCATION te Peace, 
Ode for Christmas Day, 
Walsall Beauties, 
Epithalamium on the Marriage of —— Parker, 
Esq. with Miss Hawe, 
Epithalamium addressed to“, on his Marriage 
with Miss *, 
Langara's Defeat, a Song, 
Revolution Ode, 


Song for the Philanthropic Society at Wolver- 
hampton, 


A Song, Come cheer up, . Britons,” 
The Hobby Horse, 

A Song on British Bravery, 

The Bowmen, 

Gibraltar Relieved, 

The Warning, a Song, 

The Despairing Lover, a Song, 

An Ode for the Musical Society, at Walsall, 
An Epistle to Mr. Thomas ä 

The Mountebank, v 
The Sleeping Parson, 

The Contrast, 

The Disbanded Soldier, - 

The Curious Lover, 

On Tobacco, 

The Journey, 

Epistle to Mr. Hare, 

The Bishop and Maul Text, 
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1 = PEACE: 


* INVOCATION | a 
COME, PACE, pure virgin of the ſky, ; 


With healing on thy wings deſcend ; 
Bleſt harbinger of trueſt joy, 
Come —and thy ſacred influence lend! 


Fell War, and all his horrid train, 
Ambition, Pride, and deadly Hate, 
O let them evermore remain 


Faſt bound, and firmly fix d by Fate. 


Pale Famine with her eager eye, 
With bones juſt ſtarting thro” the ſkin; 

Hence, bid the hagard monſter fly, 
And never here again be ſeen. 


R * 


Bid Commerce rear her drooping head, 

Bid Plenty ope her liberal horn, — | 
Raiſe Public Spirit from the dead, 

— bid her — Men adorn? ! 


hes may thy reign a theo” Time ws, 
Beyond the ken of mortal eye; 

The Nine ſhall hail thee as their nd, 
And Freedom join d Mn me Joy! 


FOR CHRISTMAS DAY. 


WITH joy the empyrean rings, : 

Hark! hark! a raptur'd Seraph ſings, 

All hail to this auſpicious morn, 

On which the Prince of Peace was born. 

On earth deſcends th' extatic ſound, 

And all the chriſtian world around, 

In ſacred: ſongs, of grateful praiſe, 

With one conſent their voices raiſe, 
To the Almighty and eternal ONE, 4 
Who ſent, as on this day, th' immortal So N! 


When Iſrael's chiefs in days of yore, 
War's proudeſt trophies fondly wore, 
Fair Salem's-nymphs in lofty lays, 

Delighted, fung the vidtor's praiſe; . 

But now the din of war ſhall ceaſe, 

The world be huſh'd in ſofteſt peace, 

The wolf ſhall with the lambkin feed, 

A child the gentle lion lead,  _ 

The hateful reign of six and DEATH ſhall end, 
And man in man ſhall meet a laſting friend. 


Ba © 


WALSALL BEAUTIES. 


_ —— — — — — — — 


THE matehleſs deeds of heroes and of kings, © 
Immortal Pope in lofty numbers ſings ; „ 
While all that can reform and charm the mind, 
Appears in Gay, the darling of mankind. 
Of things profound did facred Milton tell, 

The fight of Angels, and the birth of hell; 
How daring Satan wing'd his dreary flight | 
Through gloomy Chaos, and the realms of night. 
How great the theme]! To ſuch my tim'rous muſe 
Aims not t' aſpire; but humbler, far, purſues. 
Of jocund Walſall, and the matchleſs maids, 
Who with their preſence bleſs its happy ſhades, 
I fing. Unpoliſh'd tho' my numbers are, 
With candour blame, becauſe my utmoſt care 
Will be to pleaſe; and not t' offend the fair. 
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From Digbeth ſee, with what a noble mien, 
Fair Nevir comes, to grace the ſtriking ſcene! 
Place me the firſt, the blooming goddeſs cries, 
Thou art the firſt, the willing muſe replies; 

But who can paint thy more than heav'nly charms, 
Thy eaſy ſhape, thy boſom, neck, and arms, 


Thy roſy cheeks, thy rapture-darting eyes, 

Thy ruby lips, which equally ſurpriſe ? 

Was Thompſon living, whoſe deſcriptive muſe 
Buy none was equall'd, he'd the taſk refuſe. 

Digbeth we leave, where foaming waters roar, 

And croſs the Bridge to Park-ſtreet's pleaſant ſhore ; 
Here I, enraptur'd, ſprightly Downes behold, 
With killing eyes, and hair of waving gold. 

Venus herſelf, if ancient bards ſay true, 

Had ſkin of ſnow, and locks of golden hue ; 

Such Downes appears, and Envy muſt confeſs, 
Her {kill ſuperior in the art of dreſs. 

To High- ſtreet now th' unwearied muſe retires, 
And WHeaTELY's praiſe her loftieſt notes requires. 
To fing her worth ſhe'll all her pow'rs employ, 
And fearleſs venture on a theme ſo high, 

All that can wonder raiſe, or awe infpire, 

Or charm the eye, or youthful boſoms fire, 

In WazaTELy ſhines; a nymph beyond compare, 
So learn'd, ſo good, ſo gen'rous, and ſo fair. 

Thus far ſhe ſung, intending next to tell, 

How her ſweet verſe the Sapphic odes excell ; 

When thus methought fair Cxavpock ſeem'd to ſay, 
« Leave her to Fame, and bring the muſe away.” 
As ſome tall pine, whoſe lofty head does riſe 
Above the reſt, and ſeems to touch the ſkies; 

So this bright nymph, tho' in the morn of years, 
In height ſuperior to the reſt appears; 
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Whoſe mien majeſtic, and whoſe graceful eaſe 
Muſt love create, and admiration raiſe 

In age itſelf; and fire each youthful ſoul, 
Tho' born in Lapland, or beneath the Pole. 


Four beauteous belles in ſpacious Ruſhall-ſtreet, 
Are yet unſung : ſo raviſhing, ſo ſweet, 
That from their cells might frigid hermits bring, 
A ſaint ſubdue, or captivate a king. | 
Bunk owEs, replete with ev Ty winning grace, 
In mimd as faultleſs as ſhe is in face. 
With killing Tay1 OR, whoſe refaſtleſs charms 
Each bold obſerver fills with love's alarms. 
Did I prefurne the Queen of Love to draw, 
I'd for my model chuſe all: conqu' ring Hawe; 
I'd paint the heav'n which in her ſmile is ſeen, 
_ Tt enchanting graces in her face, and mien; 
The melting ſweetneſs of her radiant eyes, 8 
And ev'ry charm which to the view does riſe. 
The beauteous Dol LY Joxts, in whom we find, 
A manly ſenſe, with female ſweetneſs join'd, 
Concludes my ſong. But who can paint the fair, 
Whoſe matchleſs charms beyond deſcription are? 
Not her* who rous'd to arms the ſons of Greece, 
Nor great Achilles' g fair TT, 


* Alluding to Hellen, the wife of Menelaus, King of 
Sparta, whom Paris ſtole away to Troy, which action cauſed 
the defiruQion of that city, 


* 


Nor Clytemneſtra, Agarnemnon's queen, 
Nor the celeſtial three f on Ida ſeen, 
Cou'd- equal JovEs; in whom the Graces meet, 
The pride of Nature, and of Ruſhall-treet. 


— — — —— 


* 


\ 


Juno, Venus, and Pallas, who appeared to Paris on Mount 
Ida. | | | : 
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| EPITHALAMIUM, lt 


ON THE MARRIAGE or- — PARKER, vg WITH 
C 


THE fawning, flatt' ring, ſervile ways, 
Which venal poets take to pleaſe, 
My honeſt muſe diſdains; 
That merit you wou'd fain conceal, 
Plain ſimple truth can beſt reveal, 
In unaffected ſtrains. 


That dignity, and graceful eaſe, 
Which fate ordain'd to ſtrike and pleaſe, 
In Haws reſplendent ſhone; | 
But who the beauties of her mind 
Can trace ? 'Too great to be defin'd, 
Ev'n Envy's ſelf muſt own. 


Thoꝰ ſpotleſs truth and innocence, 

Tho' wit refin'd, exalted ſenſe, 
And honour, ſome may boaſt ; 

Eclips'd by her ſuperior light, 

Like ſtars, ſcarce viſible to ſight, 

They glimmer, or are loſt, 
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If Pax EK ER“s virtues common were, 
Or ſuch as kings, or horſes ſhare, 
I'd fearleſs ſtrike the lyre 
But 'ſtead of painting worth like thine, 
A bard, tho' aided by the Nine, 
Wou'd ſilently a admire * 


Propitious heav'n, the ae pair 
Defend from grief, corroding care, 
And all their hateful train: 
O let their happineſs increaſe, 
Let calm content, and meek-ey'd Pee 
Bre with them to reig. 
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EPITHALAMIUM, 


ADDRESSD TO ***, ON HIS MARRIAGE WITH . 


SACRED to Hymen and the god of Love, 
Be ever held auſpicious days like this; 
The day when Fate indulgent deign'd to prove, 
And pointed out to *** the way to bliſs. 


Did I, like ſome, by flatt'ry aim W | 
I'd paint thy nymph pofſeſs'd of ew ry grace; 
I'd vow that verſe too feeble was to praiſe, 
The matchleſs beauties in her mind and face, | 


But this low method of each rhyming fool, 
My muſe ambitious, ſtoops not to purſue ; 
Be her's the taſk to ſhun the ridicule, 
Which praiſe miſplac'd muſt meet from men like 
you. 


Yet had coquettes thy conſort's noble air, 
And graceful ſhape, ſo raviſhing to view; 
They'd think that Venus ne'er was half ſo fair, 
Yet theſe are trivial, and ſhe thinks ſo too. 
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eie | | 
For well ſhe knows the beauties of the mind 
Can charm, when thoſe of perſon ceaſe to move; 
In her, without the leaſt alloy, we find, | 
Wit, truth, politeneſs, conſtancy, and love. 


In thee, O the manly graces ſhine, 
With all that can be worthy to commend ; 
Senſe, honour, learning, elegance are thine; 
Thou gen'rous patron, and thou ſocial friend, 


In calm content, in affluence and peace, 

Long may they live, high heav'n's peculiar care; 
May. each day ſee their happineſs increaſe, 

Till time ſhall crown it with a yirtuous heir. 


\ 
* 
x 
. 
' 
: 
: 
£ 2 
| 
9 
, 1 
8 
p N | 
b 
[ ; 
ff 
: U 
7 f * 
4 2. 
7 1 


7 . 


—— 


ACTS” ey 
X as 


14 we wt 
* 


— 
x" 


* 
— 


„ 
whe i AC 


. 


i ft bas 
ons Se. 


$ 


— g - *. 
. . Sera; 


* WI 
—_— — 


* 
. 
-% 1 
% ; 
* * 
. 
i - 24 
- 1 
0 o 
7 4 
oy 
- 
— 
* 
* 
* 
N 
"Re 
Cas 
4 
_ i 
— 
* "I 
» 44 
* W . 
- * 
F £4 
— 
. * 
* 
» «+4 
% * Z 
* 4 a 
a” wot 
Ss wa. 
- 
Ls 
[1 % 
ww" 
*Y 
: 
% 


% 
7 
— 
* 
. 
* 
e. 
” 
q 9 
— 
at 
* 1 
. 
— 
o 
0 
& 
% 
n 
% 
: 

" * 
- . 
o 

* 


—* * 


* 
* 
27 
— 
% 
* — 
« We 
a, 
* * 
, 
— 
LOI be 
4 
iS ] 
« 
vs * 
0 
. 
3 : 
* 
y : 
— 4 
o 
* 
«a 1 
* — 4 F 
k "4 
— » 
a 4% . 
* 
6 26 
- 
— 
. 
— 
* 
* 
. 
0 * 
* 
” 
* 
— * 
1 
6 « 
- v% © 
* . * 
1 
” 
* * 
* . 
* 
— * 
. 
” 


* 
4 
* - — 
k 
; . 
# 
"0" 
+ 
- 
7 ; 
4 „ 
0 
. 
4 
— 
3 ö 
4 * 
. 
/ 
4 
.* 
A ” 
, 
* 
4 by 
* 
” 
OI 
i 


LANGARA's DEFEAT. 
— 
4 


SONG. 


111. Thurſday in the morn,” kc, 


IN the reign of George, the twentieth year, 
When perjur'd France and Spain our quiek 
deſtruction plann'd; | 
While Gib was held beſieg d, no ſuccour near, 
Up roſe the guardian Genivs of the land; 
Who thus prophetic ſpoke, 
Their ſchemes ſhall all be broke, 
Iberia and the Gaul, 
Shall quickly proſtrate fall, Fi 
For great revenge, go Rodney try; | 04 5 
Not afraid, | | 
He obey'd, 
Bent to curb the haughty Dons, or die. 


[22] 
Now rous'd by foreign wrongs to deeds of arms, 
- Not all the force and fraud of Bourbon ſhall avail ; 
A noble thirſt of fame each boſom warms, 
And Rodney's gone to ſea with twice ten ſail, 
Well mann'd with dauntleſs tars, 
Who did in former wars, 
Old England's right maintain, 
As monarch of the main; . 
Brave Roſs and Digby well we know, 
They are men, 
Who'll again, 
Pour deſtruction on the vaunting 188 


Langara, with his fleet, the pride of wt, 
In all the dreadful pomp of war, appear'd in fight; 


But found, alas! to fight would be in vain, 
So ſought his ſafety in a ſpeedy flight. 
Bold Rodney his defign 
Perceiv'd, and broke the line, 
The flying Dons purſu'd, - 
Who quickly we're ſubdu'd, 
Langara was a captive made; 
Rodney now, 
On thy brow, 
Bind the laurels which ſhall never fade. 
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231 
- REVOLUTION ODE. 


PERFORMED AT BIRMINGHAM, NOV. 4, 1788. 


RECIT. ACCOMPANIED. 


O GLor1ous SCENE ! 
In fifteen hundred eighty-eight, 
A virgin Queen, 
With manly fortitude replete, 
Eliza ! whoſe immortal name, 
Stands foremoſt on the roll of fame; 
When the Armada, pride of Spain, 
Beneath which groan'd the trembling main, 
Appear'd on view of Albion's coaſt, 
She, fearleſs of the mighty hoſt : 
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AIR. 


The vaunting foe to meet, 
Diſpatch'd her nimble fleet, 
Which long the fight maintain'd, 
And blooming laurels gain'd ; 
Till DAR E and Howard on them bravely bore, 
And dafh'd them howling round her rocky ſhore, 
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RECIT. ACCOMPANTED, 


I be Second James, 
Who bore in Britain regal ſway, 
Our annals ſhames, 
For Fxzepom then expiring lay; 
RELIGION hid her ſacred head, 
And Law, by IZrrRIEs frighted, fled ; 
Deſpotic Pow's her front uprear'd, 
And nought but Fxeepom's plaints were heard. 
But when arriv'd the great Nassau, 
The friend of LIBERTY and Law : 


AIR. 
With generous rage inſpir'd, 
With love of Freedom fir'd ; 
Our brave forefather's join'd 
The friend of human kind, 
And hail'd him Europe's Saviour, and their own, 
Then hurl'd the trembling tyrant from his throne, 


RECIT, ACCOMP ANIED. 


To ſtorms of ſtate, 
Succeeded happineſs unmix'd, 

| And Britain's fate 

Was on a ſolid baſis fix'd. 
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Now Commerce, with her pleaſing train 
Of Arts and Science, here obtain 

A laſting ſeat, the Muſes here 

To Fame and Freedom ever dear, 
Unaw'd by Pow'r did ſmiling come, 

As to their native, happy home. 


CHORUS. 


This glorious Revolution, 

Confirm'd our Conſtitution ; 

And by a Right Divine, 

Fix'd here the Brunſwic Line. 
Till time ſhall end may they reign o'er the free, 
And our great grandſons keep this Jubilee, 


[2] 


WRITTEN FOR THE PHILANTHROPTC SOCIETY 
| AT WOLVERHAMPTON. 


COME hither ye ſocial, kind, honeſt, and free, 
For ſacred this day is to Friendſhip and Glee ; 
Should Care venture hither, all wrinkled and pale, 
We'd ſhew him a trick, for we'd drown him in ale. 

Unanimous then let us drink, and let's fing, 

Our Friendſhip, our Freedom, our Commerce 

and King. 


_ Philanthropy pure is the ſcience we boaſt, 

Of all ancient ſages the Samian's our toaſt ; 

His love of mankind may from this be inferr'd, 

His kindneſs extended to fiſh, beaſt, and bird. 
Unanimous, &c. 


What's wealth or ambition, or titles or pow'r; 

What are they but toys, that may pleaſe for an hour? 
A fingle good act to a friend, if diſtreſt, 

Will make them ſeem Nothings—or Trifles, at beſt. 
Unanimous, &c. 


TS 


| All party-difputes ſhall be baniſh'd from hence, 
| As bane of good humour, as foes to good fenie; 
Trae fons of Philanthropy ne er difagree,. 
But always are ſocial, brave, honeſt, and/free.. 
Unanimous then let us dririk, and let's fing, 
Our Friendſhip, our Freedom, our Commerce 
and King. 


SONG. 


COME chear up, bold Britons, nor longer deſpair, 
The French we can beat, if to fight us they dare, 
For Vernon, and Keppel, brave Grant, and Monro, 
Have ſhewn us what Britons, determin'd, can do. 
We're crown'd with ſucceſs, boys, St. Lucia is 
— 
We've ta en Pondicherry, 
Come let us be merry, 
| We'll bang the Monſieurs as our fathers have 
| | done, 


— — 


What heroic deeds have by Fame been enroll'd, 

Atchiev'd by our Edwards and Henries of old, 

How they fought! * they won! tho; but one to 
their ten, 

As fifth Harry conquer'd, we'll conquer n. 
We're crown'd, Kc. 


When Gaul ſunk at Minden, in fam'd fifty-nine, 

Remember, O Britain! what laurels were thine; 

While warm with the thought, let thy thunder be 
hurl'd, 

Once more be the Miſtreſs, and dread of the world. 

We're crown'd, &c. 


[29] 
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HOBBY-HORSE. 


EACH man has his Hobby-Horſe, all will allow it, 
I keep but a ſingle pad, ſome keep a ſtud ; 
Whoe'er gets aſtride on Ambition, I vow it, 
Will ſome time or other come ſouſe in the mud. 
__ "Tis paſt all denial, 
The Hobby-Horſe 3 
Grew founder d, and fell with John Bull to the ground. 
Sure Pride never fell fo before; 
Old England ne'er felt ſuch a wound; 
For ten times ten millions and more 
With America's loſt——what a ſound ! 
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rr 2 e 2s 
The half-witted, half-blooded, half-human Tories, | 
More cruel than blood-hounds, than Spaniels more * 
mean; N 


They peſter'd the King with addreſſes and ſtories, 
As vile as if penn'd by the vile Gloceſter Nn. 
The wording was curious, 
_ "Twas ſmooth, and yet furious; 
Twas, Sir, we are Slaves, but our ſpirits are good ; 
We'll ſacrifice fortunes and lives, 
And every thing elſe——if we cou'd, 
: Our children, our friends, and our wives, 
In return for——American blood. 


American Charters were made but a farce on, 
But Pow'r without Right, was an excellent thing ; 
And Paſſive Obedience, by every dull parſon 
Was preach'd, with a view but to flatter the —. 
But this, you and I know, 
Their Juxt Divino 
Is nonſenſe—but now they have alter'd their plan; 
A Charter, is sAcRED eſteem'd, 
They curſe without ceaſing, the man 
Who wou'd our affairs have redeem'd, 
Had he finiſh'd but what he began. 


Some wile folk imagine, that Fox was diſcarded 
For framing the India Bill——no ſuch a thing : 
Cou'd Pit but have form'd ſuch a bill, tho' leſs guarded, 
It would not have been diſapprov'd by the —. 


[31 } 
— * 
While others were pleaſing, 
Charles ever was teazing 
The Hobby-Horſe I, twas that brought him down; 
From Thames to the banks of the Tweed, 
Addreſſes from each paltry town, 
Were ſent by the true Tory breed, 
Fox to proſcribe——and flatter the Crown. 


The Men who wiſh well to the great cauſe of Freedom, 
All know tis their Birthright, tis what they dare 
claim ; : 
They ne'er will chuſe Tories or Babies to lead em, 
For Babies and Tories are nearly the ſame. 
But Men of true ſpirit, 
Of learning and merit, 
Of principles ſound, and who firm are as rocks ; 
'Theſe, theſe are the men to be choſe, 
And tho” the Court minions it ſhocks, 
In ſpite of his millions of foes, 
Such a man, I affirm, is Charles Fox. 


[32] 


SONG. 


TUNE—*Briton's Mag.“ 


BRITONS, where is your once boaſted er 
Can you tamely ſit and ſee, © 
Curſt Oppreſſion, Injuſtice, and Slavery, 


Trample down your Liberty? 


When your Anceſtors in the field bravely ſtood, 
Death or Liberty, they cry d; 


Fighting for Freedom through rivers of reeking blood, 


Free they liv'd, and free they dy d. 


We, their offspring, are ſtrangers to courage grown, 


Scorn'd by all the nations round; 8 
Poverty's all the poor Briton can call his own, 
Freedom's but an empty ſound. 


How your Patriots are plunder'd and baniſhed ! 
See them beg redreſs in vain; 
Commerce expiring lies—Plenty is vaniſhed, 
Ne'er to bleſs the land again. 


* 


F 


a „ I 331 
: See Exciſemen ſtrut! ſwelling with inſolence, 
F Arm' d with Cruelty and Power; _ 
See them, like tyrants, exulting o'er impotence, 
See them all the land devour. 
Say, how long ſhall the Scot in authority, 
Rule the land without controul ? 


Riſe like men, join the glorious Minority, 
Scourge the knave from Pole to Pole. 


© 


THE - 


I BOW-MEN. 


A 


SONG. 


MECHANICS, and Phyſic, Religion, and Law, 
As friends, and as equals appear; 
No partial diſtinctions to keep us in awe, 
Shall ever be ſhewn when we're here. 


Our free-born fore-fathers, brave, hearty and true, 
This ſport to all others preferr d; 

Like us, they delighted to twang the tough yew, 
By tyrants not aw'd or deterr'd. 


D | 
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Such Bow-men as Britons the world never ſaw, A 0 , 
The terror of Europe they Rood ; _ | 4 
They curb'd the proud Scots, to the French they gave 
law, 


And deluged their country with blood. 


When tyrannic John, by bad miniſters led, 
| Their liberties ſought to deſtroy ; | 
To their bows, as the bulwarks of freedom, they fled, 4 

Determin'd to conquer or die. ö 


Tho! forbid by the great ones the uſe of the gun, 
(Oh curſe on ſuch meaſures as thoſe;) 
Shou'd the French dare to land, as our fathers have 5 
done, 
We'd meet them, thus arm'd with our bows. 


No party diſputes ſhall be countenanc'd here, - 
We love honeſt men, high or low ; 

With Kendrick's ſtout ſtingo, right potent and DENY 
We'll drink to the friends of the bow. 


135 


fb © _ GIBRALTAR RELIEVED. 


&A ; 


SONG. 


3 


TVUNE—" Hark t he loud drum,” Re. 


IN days of yore, 
When Agamemnon fearleſs led 5 
. The Grecian power, 
| What mighty heroes bled ! 
Ten years was Troy affail'd, 

At length the Greeks prevail'd; 
But Gib ſhall never, never fall 
Beneath the pow'r of Spain or Gaul; 


For on the tide _ 

Our fleets ſhall ride, 
And ever triumph o'er 
Each envious hoſtile pow'r, 


And humble Bourbon's pride. 
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The fleets of Spain 
And France combin' d, twice twenty three, 
In port remain, 
Afraid to put to ſea ; 
"Till off the Barbary ſhore, 
With only thirty four, 
The gallant Howe appear'd in ſight, 
Reſoly'd and eager for the fight ; 
Now ſhame prevails, 
Cordova ſails; _ 
But ſoon he hauls his wind, 
See! ſee! he ſkulks behind, 
And now away he ſteals. 


The haughty Don, 
No more ſhall ſing in pompous ſtrain 
His battles won, 
Or on the land, or main. 
Brave Elliott's martial band 
Have made a noble ſtand; | 11 
Bravely has Gib the pow'r defy'd 4 
Of Spain, and all her foes beſide, | 1 
Who durſt contend 
With Freedom's Friend, 


4 


This matchleſs dauntleſs Iſie, 
8 On whom may heaven ſmile, 
| | Till time itſelf ſhall end. 


- wn ee Ini oof a Ado x r nt. EO „ 


THE 


WARNING. 


1 4 


1 SONG... 
4 8 


| 
[ Tvne—** Mortals wiſely learn to meaſure,” &c.. 


BRITAIN, where's thy boaſted glory ? 
7 Where's thy manly virtue flown 7 
1 Tho' renown'd in ancient ſtory, 7 
+ Will thy ſhore, © 

7 | As before, 
= Freedom or the Muſes own? 


While ſtern Virtue propp'd their ſtate, 
But when Luxury was nouriſh'd, 
Freedom fled, 
Ruin ſpread, 
Such may, Britain, be thy fate. 


5 Greece and Rome for ages flouriſh'd, 3 
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Blaſted are thy ſplended laurels, 
Leaf by leaf they daily fall; 
On thy ruin, by thy quarrels, 
Every hour 
Riſe in pow'r, 
Faithleſs Belgia, Spain, and Gaul. 


( | S .ctateſmen luſting after plunder, 
* 5 On thy famiſn d vitals prey; 
A Honour's bands are torn afunder, 
Virtue fails, 
Vice prevails, 
Certain ſigns of quick decay. 


Think! oh think! may heaven inſpire you, 
Baniſh Av'rice, Pride, and Luſt ; 
Let your father's virtues fire you, 
| On this ground, 
Firm and ſound, | 
Stand you may—or fall you muſt. 


THE 


DELIA, faireſt of the fair, 
Mild as is the gentle dove; 
Frank and free, and debonair, 
Taught my fickle heart to love. 


She with modeſt downcaſt eyes, 
Liſten'd to my am'rous tale; 
Scorning art, and all diſguiſe, 
Bad me hope I might prevail. 
Tranſport thrill'd thro” ev'ry vein, 
I was moſt ſupremely bleſt ; 
Lov'd, and was belov'd again, 
Can I live and tell the reſt? 


* 
2 " « 
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Of her love I made wo ſure, 
Slighted too the matchleſs maid; 


She my flights wou'd not endure, 


And did ſcorn the vows I made. 


Heav'nly Delia, ceaſe thy hate, 
All thy wonted grace diſplay; 

Pity wretched Damon's fate, 
Deign to ſmile his cares away.- 
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AN 


FOR THE MUSICAL SOCIETY AT WALSALL, 


— ————— — —— 


WHEN fam'd Amphion ſwept the lyre, © 
And animated wood and ſtone, 
What did he but the rude inſpire 55 
With mild ſenſations like our own ? 
This proves that Harmony in Gays of yore, 
Had over all a faſcinating pow'r. 


Apollo, god of Song and Wit, 
Euterpe, ſweeteſt of the Nine, 
Determin'd Helicon to quit, 
And Springs Pierian, tho' divine, 
With joint conſent the Muſe, and mirthful God, 
Did at Walſallia fix their bleſt abode. 
f ; 1 
A __QTNP_Q_Cq_@LVS___—__@ARMLND_Z —— ] TT TG ————— 
* To render this Ode of more general uſe, the words, 


* Did at Walſallia,“ may be exchanged for Did in our Club 
Room,” 
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When left by Euterpe, as well as Apollo, 


I !hbe reſt of the ſiſters reſoly'd were to follow, 


As nothing cou'd pleaſe without muſic to chear, 
They left the dull ſcene and are now ſeated here. 
Hence Mirth, and Wit, and Harmony divine, 
To pleaſe, and ſtrike, and raviſh, all combine. 


£244. 
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HUMOUROUS PIECES. 


1 


TO ur FRIEND, 


WHO WAS MARRIED IN JULY, 1783, TO HIS THIRD 
; WIFE, IN HIS FIFTIETH YEAR, 


— TK— — 
Kr. AN 


EPISTLE. 


— 


DEAR Thomas, ſince indulgent Fate 

Has three times bleſt thee with a mate, 

I, as your friend, can do no leſs 

Than wiſh you joy, and happineſs, 

Long life, and health, and ſtrength, and riches, 
And that your wife—may wear the breeches; 
For 'tis a point I muſt infiſt on, 

The man lives beſt—moſt like a chriſtian, 

If married after forty nine, 

Who does his purſe—and pow'r reſign; 
Then every & ARE which poiſons life, 
Devolves upon his loving wife. 
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Juſt at the time the Dog-ſtar rages? 


i. 
But why, friend Tommy, did you chooſe 
To run your neck into the nooſe * 


What wiſe man with the ſex engages, 
Tho e' er fo vigorous, ſtout, and young, 
When Phcebus has the nerves unſtrung ? 


As you're obnoxious to a danger, 
To which, perhaps, you're yet a ſtranger ; 
A tale I heard of good St. Peter, 
In humble proſe—T1l tell in metre. 
Peter, as ancient tales agree, 
Of Heaven's Wicket keeps the key ; 
After a tedious length of years 
A man before the gate appears, 
And loudly knocks “ What do you want! 
Have you been married?” cries the ſaint. 


With trembling limbs, and watery eyes, 


« Yes—once—Heaven help me,” He replies. 
«© Come in, my honeſt Cock ;” ſays Peter, 
« T'll make thy life a little ſweeter ; 

« This air, before it dawns to-morrow, 

« Will make thee quite forget thy ſorrow; 
For thou, no doubt, haſt borne a pack 

« Of cares, and troubles, on thy back.” 
The Saint, tis ſaid, was Tcarcely ſeated, 
Before the knocking was repeated : 

Up Peter leap'd—and thus he faid, 

«© How oft pray, Sir; have you been wed ?” 


2 B— c — 
c« Ty'e twice been married, Sir;“ ſaid he, 
« Then you're no cuſtomer for me, 
Quoth Peter,—* and in ſober ſadneſs 
% To marry twice, is downwright madneſs; 
« Have you not read, that holy Paul, 
Said, Better not to wed at all? 
% Howe'er, my friend, this is our rule, 
«& We never here admit a fool; 
So get you gone don't ſtop to prate!” 
And in an inſtant ſhut the gate. 


Now I ſhould like, friend Tom, to know, 
Where you, in future, hope to go? 


88 
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MOUNTEBANK. 


'ON roſtrum perch'd ; (ce metamorphos'd: Lang, 
In rank bombaſt the liſt ning croud harangue ;- 
Torrents of nonſenſe ſee him pour among 
The half-admiring, half. condemning throng. 
Brimfull of wonder ſtands the gaping hind, 
Applauding words his fertile brain has coin'd ; 
The man of ſenſe, to hear the babbling aſs, 
Smiles with contempt, and hides his bluſhing face. 


Sometimes in black he mourns great Anna dead, 


Sometimes the tinſel glitters in its ſtead, | 
The bob, the bag, by turns adorn his brainleſs head. 
With arm extended, ſee! he ſaws the air, 

And ſtruts and ſtorms like ſome fantaſtic play'r ; 
Now ſcrews his mouth to more than monkey grin, 
Now here, now there, he ſkips like Harlequin. 
Now ſhews the Noſtrum, which, at once applying, 
Reſtores your health, tho' ye before were dying. 
The Balſam too, which cures (if twice apply'd,) 


Wounds three feet deep, and twice twelve inches wide, 


1981 


This Eſeulapius deign'd to ſtoop fo low, 

As for poor three-pence to be made a ſhow. 
With lifted hands, how did we then admire, 
When high in air he trod the ſlender wire. 
How prais'd his ſpouting, when the well · mouth ions 
In tone theatric bawl'd. the Epilogue ! | 
But mark the change, now view-the-varied ſcene, 
See Doctor Lang in fame, in; {killa Green.“ 
The wond'rous deeds perform d by drugs divine, 
Hear him relate in each ſueceeding line: 
„By Royal Licence, I'm from London come, 
To cure the lame, the blind, the deaf, the dumb; 
„With each diſorder which the human frame 
« Is ſubject ta, whatever be the name. 
„ Prepar'd by me, with Eſculapian ſkill, 
Imprimis, here's th' immortal-making Pill; 


Strange tho it ſeems, about three years ago, ö 


o This grand arcanum, known to none but me, 
Does life preſerve from all diſeaſes free. 
Five hundred years. For ſafely ſay I can, 
I'm twiee that age—as I'm an honeſt man. 


* Green, a famous Quack Doctor. 


[ 43] 
as Ne: —_—} 
« Thoſe ancient Sages* (Jefuits call'd by fome,) 
_ © Who in a trice flew from Cologne to Rome, 
1 + Have known this body twice three hundred years, 
A In ſtate as healthy as it now appears. 
1 % Ward, Radcliff, Boerhaave, all were arrant aſſes, 
This fellow here, my Andrew, them ſurpaſſes. 
* Pretending Quacks, made up of impudence, 
« And ſelf-conceit, but void of common ſenſe. 
„With ſuch low vermin I diſclaim alliance, 
* Who maſter am of ev'ry art and ſcience, 
And language too; alike is known to me, 
„The Belgic, Saxon, Syriac, and Chaldee ; 
« With Latin, Hebrew, Arabic, and Greek, 
«© Chineſe and Coptic, all theſe tongues I ſpeak. 
«« Remoteſt corners of the peopled earth | 
«« Have been by me explar'd ; for ſince my birth, 
„Full fifty times I've gone from Pole to Pole, 
« 'To cure the lick, to bid the maim'd be whole. 
Twice twenty years, t' obtain this glorious prize, 
« I've ſtudied hard, nor once have clos'd thele eyes; 
„This potent Balſam, which alone does give 
New limbs to ſtumps, and makes the lifeleſs live. 
« Mere gaſconade, the ſneering ſurgeons cry, 
« "Tis fiction all, but mark this brief reply: 
Let none condemn, without a reaſon why. 


* Alluding to the old, or rather the pretended old men, 


who about the year 1764, were ſaid to have trav elled to Rome 
in a remarkable * time. 
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Hear this but patiently, I'll aſk no more, 

« Strange is the tale, and worth the telling o'er. 

« At Minden's Field, oh, 'twas a dreadful day, 

«© There legs, and arms, and heads, promiſcuous lay; 

Here ſtood a youth, his ſlaughter'd fire bemoaning, 

There wept a widow, there her ſon lay groaning. 

© Among the reſt, a friend of mine lay dead, 

„His body here, but where, alas! his head? 

% Ah, where indeed! thro' mighty hills of ſlain 

Nine days we ſearch'd, but ſearch'd, alas! in vain ; 

„The tenth day ur . lo! his dog, dam d 
Ceſar, £54 

« Deſcry'd it fentiaga on the . fac'd weer; 

«« Swift as an eagle. darting on its pre, 

« I flew to Minden, where the body lay, 

His head ſtitch'd on, this Balſam next apply d, 

„And ſav'd the man, ho but for me had dy d.“ 
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ALL aur THE SATIRE, 1 FOR ALL KNEW THE MAN. 
4s 5 Ws 4 


WIENEER ſatiric Churchill wrote, 
The courtly knave, or fool of notq̃ 
Or graceleſs prelate, (what a ſii , 
To bring ſuch rev rend gentry in!) | 
Was freely laſh'd; for were the prieſt be ba 
If knaviſh, favour'd in the leaſ t. 
I'd blame the Cenſor—where's th' offencc, 
| When void of virtue, learning, ſenſe, 
They're found, to let the nation know it? 
Thus far tlie preface of the Poet. 


In R-— a deep- read miller liv'd, 8 
Who Revelation diſbeliev'd, 5 ö 
A man, whoſe manner, make, and air, 

As much the prieſt beſpoke as play'r, 
Sam Foote wou'd ſay, Or dancing bear. 


- 
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His head had I can ſcarce tell what i =... 
_ "Twas mongrel Greek, and true Dog Latin; i 
His heart too nearly was ally d 

To Malice, Envy, Spleen, and Pride; 

Yet was allow d the pariſh round 

A man of learning moſt profound 
For in his houſe, each wall, each door, 
With Greek was all beſpatter do er; 
Nay, on his bags and waggon head 

In huge Greek capitals was read 

Th' initial letters of his name, 

Which cuſtom got—as well as fame. 

He was ſo learn d, he ſcorn'd to ſpeak 

A thought, unleſs *twas cloth'd in Greek. 
He train'd a Daw, like him, the bird 
Diſdain'd to ſpeak an Engliſh word ; 
For he, each day, as I'm a ſinner, 
In Greek his tutor call'd to dinner. 
Learn hence, ye wiſe ones, who admit 
That they who Greek have—mult have wit; : 
To rev'rence learned Jack Daws, when 
They chatter Greek, as well as men. 
Without a grain of common ſenſe, - 
Tho more conceit, and itmpudence,” 
And low grimace, had never no man, . 
Not fidler, mountebank, or ſhow- man; 
He ſuch a genius had, and taſte, 
As never Hottentot diſgrac'd ; 
He all opinions knew, and ſtrange, . 
Embrac'd, and wou'd as quickly change.. 
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One while the Jewiſh notions pleaſe, 

Then Saturdays are Sabbath days; 
Tho' fond of hares and pigs before, 
He vows he'll neyer touch them more. ; 
But when he finds Voltaire ſuppoſes h *Y 
There ne'er was ſuch a man as Moſes,” 0 
And that the Jews their hiſt ry took 

From ſome Chaldean writer's book ; 

On Saturday's he'll not refrain 

From work, and pigs are good agate; | 

All books he read, but ſtill preferr'd © 
Thoſe moſt romantic and abſurd. = 
Spinoza's works he long por'd over, 
But ſcarce his meaning cou'd diſcover ;. 
Then St. John his attention claim'd,, 
St. John the noble, and the fam'd,. 125 . 

Where wretched ſophiſtry, alas! Had 

For argument, is made to paſs. 


Tas pride, and fondneſs of his parts, 
Which mov'd him to employ ſuch arts 


To damp Religion's ſacred light, 
And whelm the world in ſhades of nights. - 
Next Hume, who fübtle as a fox is, 


— d him with his paradoxes. 


* Vide Voltaire's Goſpel of the Day. 


[33] 


Rouſſeau, who ſcorns alike to pray, 
Or to believe, the vulgar way, 

Who draws a parallel, to pleaſe us, 
Between fam'd Socrates and Jeſus, 
And owns, tho' quite againſt his plan, 
'The latter was the greater man, 

Our worthy Miller next perus'd ; 
Then ev'ry man who pray'd, accus'd 
Of folly and impertinence, 

Of want of decency and ſenſe. 
Bold Chubb he thought the wiſeſt man 
Who flouriſh'd ſince the world began; 
Compar'd with him, the Royal Jew 
Illit'rate was, and little knew; 

He holds, that reaſon and opinion 
O'er all beſide ſhou'd have dominion ; 
That God did ne'er intend to bind 
By written laws, the human mind, 
That what we call'd the Law of God 
Was ſpurious all, and but a load 

On laymen laid, of all conditions, 
By ſcurvy prieſts, and politicians, 


That all were equal, Turks, and Chriſtians, 


Jews, Pagans, Deiſts, and Philiſtines. 
Lord Shafteſbury, the undermining, 

The quaint, affected, and deſigning, 
And ſuperficial, next he read, 

And after weighing, wiſely ſaid, 
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Of all his maxims, this the beſt is, 

That Ridicule of Truth, the teſt is. 

Notions abſurd from Hobbes he ſtole, and 

Next ſtudied Woolſton, Tindal, Toland, . 
With Morgan, Mandevil, and others, 

All in the glorious cauſe ſworn brothers. 

Tho! leſs in name, not quite unknown, 

Then Folly mark'd him for her own, 


For on his God his back he turn'd, 


And in a fume his Bible burn'd, 
And ſaid that Scripture ordinances 
Were viſionary dreams and fancies; 
Then prov'd the Saints impoſtors all, 
From holy Auſtin up to Paul, 

For he, by ſyllogiſtic rules, 


 Cou'd prove them either knaves or fools, 
Or both, or neither, which he wou'd, 
So well he logic underſtood; 


For he cou'd' prove a man to be 

A beaſt, a. bird, a fiſh, or tree. 

Such was he in his Grinding ſtate, 

But mark the ſudden turns of Fate. 
He voted wiſely, left his trade, 

And Chriſt's embaſſador was made; 

For biſhops can by diſpenfations, 

Make prieſts of men in any ſtations. 

He ſold his meal- tub, bought a gown, * 
And chang'd for black his coat of brown; 


* 
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A wig, which antiquarians 3 = | = 
Was worn when reign'd our Charles the 3 5 A g 
He bought, and now to wear was his doom, = 
Huge wigs,. you know, are marks of ae. | 

Now rob'd in ſable, thro' the ſtreets . 

He proudly ſtalks, on all he meets 

He looks diſdain, th' ambitious elf 


\ Scarce others know, or knows himſelf; 


He knew etwas no uncommon caſe 


| For prieſts tolack both faith and grace, 


But wiſely judg'd the mere pretence 
To theſe, to be of conſequence, — * 
So he, to have them both pretended, 


| The bad deery'd, the good commended. 


As owl he wore, but {till the knave 


He learnt to whine, to weep, and cant, 
So well, ſome thought him quite a ſaint; 
An aſpe& meek, demure, and grave, 


Was ſeen thro' Vice's thin diſguiſe, 2 
Hypocriſy, by keener eyes. | F 
As yet he no juſt diff rence knew _ _ MM 
Between the Chriſtian and the Jew, Ni 

But Mahomet's the ſage confeſt, | ; 
Of all religious ſyſtems beſt ; 1 
Don't he allow them women plenty? "A 
From one to ten, from ten to twenty? | 
Alas! gou'd we that point inſiſt, on, TH ah | | 
How gladly would I be a Chriſtian, | [ 


las TERED k : _ 


Conſcious of ign'rance, next we find 


Him aiming to enrich his mind 


By ſtudy ; tho' tis ſaid by many, 

That learned fools are worſt of any; 

For when a man devoid of ſenſe is, 

And reads, the coxcomb ſtraight commences. 


The honeſt pious Venn he read, 


But ſcorn'd by Seripture to be led; 

Then Hervey took, but ſoon diſmiſs d him, 
He laugh'd at him, and blam'd his ſyſtem. 
By works alone, the Doctor cry'd, 

And not by faith, we're juſtify'd, 

As theſe affirm ; then with an oath, 
Pronounc'd them rank enthuſiaſts both. 
He next the Articles turn'd o'er, 


Which puzzled him ſtill more and more; 


The Homilies, and then St. Paul, 
The Prieſt perus'd, and own'd they all 


| Declar'd the ſame, but ſtill he ſwore 


They all were falſities ; and more, 

St. Paul a methodiſt ſuppoſes, _ 

He preach'd in fields, and lanes, and houſes, 
And taught the-ſelf-ſame doQrine too, 

As ſome of our field preachers do. 

Thus diſappointed, thus perplext, 


He knew not whom t'apply to next, 


Till Chance directed him to place & 
His hopes on one who wrote on Grace, 
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Where more low humour, lies, and ſpleen, 
Than wit, or truth, or candour's ſeen. 
He read, approv'd, but knew no more 
What was Religion, than before, 
But found, that zeal and impudence 
Might paſs for faith, as well as ſenſe, 
And thought, as ſome got gold and fame 
By railing, he might do the ſame ; - 
So took his ſtand upon his roſtrum, 
And thus his Rev'rence did accoſt em: 
« Hearken, my meek and holy e ee | 
&« To what you're all concern'd together in.” 
Then blow'd his noſe, and ſtroak'd his band, 
And thrice for filence wav'd his hand ; Fs 
Then nam'd his text, and at a venture, 
He damn'd both Papiſt and Diſſenter, 0 1 
Tho he no more cou'd than a horſe tell Io | 4 
Which moſt conſiſtent was with goſpel. | | 
Luther he term'd a ſon of Satan, 
And mouth'd at Calvin Greek and Latin; : 
Nay, was ſo faucy and uncivil, 
He preach'd their foll'wers to the devil. 41 
Some, who like him, were ign'rant quite | 
Of what was either wrong or right, 
Took part in fuch a glorious cauſe, 
Admir'd his wit, and fmil'd applauſe. 
But now grown tir'd—oh- ſhame, to tell, 
Aſleep the ſluggiſh parſon fell, 


S 
And loſt his ſermon; ſuch a ſcene 

Since Noah has not acted been. 

Anxious for th* honour of the paſtor, 

The clerk cry'd ſoftly, Maſter ! maſter? 
But when he found ſo deep a nap 
Defy'd a whiſper, or a tap, 

He inſtantly reſolv'd to wake him, 

And did ſo thump, ſo pull, and ſhake him, 
That from his wig a peck of flour 
Deſcended in a ſnow-like ſhow'r ; 

The Parſon ſtarts, —< Run Ralph,” he cries, 
See how about the meal-room flies | 
The pudding-flour—ſhut, ſhut the window, 
« Or elſe the pool "twill all fly into.” 

But now, Sir Gravity awake, | 

Perceives the groſs, the dire miſtake ; 
Inſtead of corn-mill, full in view 

A church appear'd, an audience too, 
Here was no meal-tub, but inſtead, 

A pulpit rear'd its awful head ; 
Embarraſs'd thus, he ſcarcely knew 
Which way to look, or what to do; 

To ſee how ſimper'd men and women, 

A bluſh o'erſpread his cheeks of linen, 

He doubtleſs wou'd have ſneak'd away, 

If Int'reſt had not whiſper'd, « Stay.” 
He ſearch'd the roſtrum round and round, 
But ne'er a ſermon cou'd be found, 
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Without his notes before he went hence, 
He cou'd not preach a ſingle ſentence. 
What cou'd he do? A ſtory book 

He flily from his pocket took; 

And though his purpoſe was to rail, 

He thought, perhaps, a pleaſant tale 
Might pleaſe ſome hearers full as well: 
And firſt our learned prieſt did tell, 

The tricks, the gambols, and vagaries, 

Of witches, goblins, demons, faries, 

How nightly theſe around a ring 

Were ſeen to dance, and heard to ſing; 
| How thoſe wou'd ride on ſticks of broom, 
Aloft in air as far as Rome. 

He told how Bacon form'd a head 

Of braſs, and how Sir Brazen ſaid, 

Time is—time was—time's paſt—then broke, 
And vaniſh'd in a cloud of ſmoke. 

Then told the well-known ſtory, how 

Great Guy of Warwick, kill'd the cow. 

How valiant George, if fame ſaid true, 
A dreadful fiery dragon flew. 

How Dunſtan did, in ſort uncivil, 
With tongs hold faſt the noſe of devil; | 
I've read,” (quoth he) in authors various, 
0 That blood of dead faint Januarius, 
« Will run like any brook or river, 
At Naples yearly .;” this is clever! 
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How rich, and poor, and youth, and age, 


Did yearly go on pilgrimage, 


To ſee what deeds on blind and dumb, 
Were wrought at holy Becket's tomb, 
'Tho' all his fleſh and bones, I truſt, 

Were quickly moulder'd into duſt, 

The virtues of his ſpine, I dare to 

Affirm, wou'd cure all ills we're heir to, 
Save two, which man too often hath, 

The want of money, and of faith, 

The next, tho' longeſt kept in petto, 
Was worth them all—At fam'd, Loretto, 
There is the very room, he ſaid, g 
Where Mary liv'd, and Chriſt was bred ; 
From rev'rend men the Rory ta'en is, 
How quite acroſs the gulph of Venice, 
Twas here, from the Dalmatian ſhore 

By angels brought, in days of yore ; 


Whether 'twas brought on aſs or horſe back, 


Or like Scotch pedlar's ſhop, acroſs back, 
Our holy Fathers, though good fellows, 
Did never condeſcend to tell us. 

But here a ſudden ſtop was made, 


Morpheus had on the cuſhion laid 


The prieſt again—all heard him ſnore, 

As loud, or louder than before ; 

To ſee Religion made a farce on, 

By ſuch a dull and drowſy parſon, 

All were chagrin'd—all went from church— 
And left poor White-bread in the lurch. 


THE 


CONTRAST. 


THE bards of Greece, with love of virtue fir'd, 
With higheſt rev'rence of the Gods inſpir d, 
Replete with taſte, purſu'd a glorious plan, 
And honour'd Heav'n, by ſhewing love to man, 
Twas this thoſe worthies by their plays defign'd, 
To ſmooth the rugged manners of mankind, N 

To mend the heart, and to improve the mind. 
Virtue, as man's ſole happineſs to ſhew, 
And Vice, as authoreſs of all his woe, 
Then Wit obey'd ſtern Reaſon's awful nod, 
Vice was chaſtis'd, and Virtue held the rod; 
To honour this her yot'ries caus'd to riſe 
Temples, whoſe tops were mantled with the ſkies; 
T' enforce her laws the poets ne'er declin'd, | 
I' obey her dictates prieſts and people join'd; 

Hence harmony throughout the whole appear'd, 
All happy were, for Virtue all rever'd. _ | 
But modern Wits, too fond of empty praiſe, 
Not ſtudious to inſtruct, but how to pleaſe, 
Baſely deſerted the celeſtial maid, 
When moſt ſhe needed countenance and aid; 
How Virtue drop d! how Vice was favour'd ! when 
The ſervile Dryden drew his magic pen, 
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Who, in compliance with the ſhameleſs times, 
Employ'd his wit in dignifying crimes ; 

Merely to pleaſe a weak, a vicious Court, 

Vice he enthron'd, and Virtue made his ſport. 
Strange ! that a man, the brighteſt in his age, 
Cou'd thus diſgrace the muſes and the ſtage ; 

Were I a Dryden, tho the fimple ſtream _ | 

And rooots was all my food, tho' damn'd to Ones 
I'd nobly periſh, e're I'd ſacrifice 

My wit and genius in the cauſe of Vice. 


At length deſpis d by each dramatic wit, 
And hooted at from the licentious pit, 
Virtue the ſtage forſook, and from that time 


Conſorted moſt with honeſt ſons of rhyme. 
The matchleſs Pope, in numbers all divine, 
Made Virtue in her native beauty ſhine ; 

But who, unmov'd, beholds the gen'rous rage 
Which glows in Churchill's animated page, 
Where Genius, Wit, and Virtue, all conſpire 
To warm the heart, and ſet the ſoul on fire. 


The Patriot's friend, the ſcourge of titled knaves, 
Of mitre-hunting prieſts, and penſion'd ſlaves, 


Who, when Oppreſſion with gigantic ſtride 
Stalks thro' the land, ſupported on each ſide 

By Bute and pow'r—when laws perverted are, 
And Britain's free-born ſons are forc'd to bear 
Impriſonment and chains, will dauntleſs ſtand, 
Or greatly fall, to right an injur'd land. 
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| THE 


DISBANDED SOLDIER... 


THE hardy Vet'ran, who in diſtant lands 
Has fought, and triumph'd o'er the martial bands 
Of haughty Gaul—expos'd to ey'ry ill | 
Which friendleſs Poverty is doom'd to feel; 
Since then, alas! has ſtroll'd the ſtreets along, 
Deſpis'd, unpity'd by the paſſing throng, - 
Shiv'ring with cold, to piercing winds laid bare, | 
Meagre with want, and wrung with deep ent 
By law forbid to ſupplicate relief, 
He fears to beg, and ſcorns to be a thief, 
Compell'd by want, at length in piteous tone, 
Which might have humanis'd a heart of ſtone, 
The needy Soldier ventur'd to implore. 
A ſlender alms at ſordid Pinchum's door, | 
Who meanly triumph'd o'er the hapleſs wight, 
Sneer'd at his woes, and ſpurn'd him from his ſight. 
Pinchum a miller was, whoſe awkward air, 
(When aping grandeur in his chaiſe and pair,) 
From ſchool-boys drew contempt ; whole tow'ring 
ſoul b | TT Oy 
Diſdain'd the dirty trick of taking toll, 
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But nobler, worthier methods took to thrive, 
The rich he flea'd, and eat the poor alive. 
He next addreſs d a lazy pamper'd drone, 
Who preach'd up charity, but practis'd none, 
Who in the paths of av'rice long had trod, 
And lov'd a tythe-pig better than his God. 
„ Deign to relieve a feeble wretch, he ſaid, 
«© Benumb'd with cold, and deſtitute of bread.” 
The rev'rend ſeer, with genuine prieſtly pride, 
And creſt erected, haughtily reply'd, 
« Caitiff begone ! or by St. Paul IT ſwear, 
« A jail's thy doom.” The Soldier ceas'd his pray'r, 
And limp'd away, amas'd to find fo odd, 
So rude a treatment from the man of God. 
Rude chilling blaſts now angry Boreas ſends, 
From ſable clouds a ſmoaking ſhow'r deſcends, 
Dripping with wet, at length the hapleſs man 
Lean'd on his ſtaff, and thus his plaint began : 
« Is this the land,” the wretched creature cry'd, 
% For which I've fought, and bled, Bays wou'd have 

« dy'd? 
„ Can Britain thus, who cheriſh'd, cloath'd, and fed 
The hoſtile ſons of France, when captives led, 
« Reward a native for his toils in war, 
« This ſhiv'red arm, this deep-indented ſcar ? 
Then paus'd—look'd up- and at a diſtance ſaw 
A humble cottage, roof d with moſs end ſtraw, 
Where warm Benevolence, and Conſcience clear, 
And calm "Content, ſat ſmiling all the year; 
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A widow'd Dame, to whom the poor and mean, 
The ſons of Miſery, ne'er ſu'd in vain, 

Reſided here, who lib'rally ſupply'd 

His wants, unask'd, with what the prieſt deny'd. 
His weary'd limbs awhile he reſted here, 

And fondly thought no danger cou'd be near. 
But oft when Hope exalts us to the ſky, 

Woes intervene, and damp the riſing joy; 

A worthleſs Migiſtrate, a ſurly elf, 

Who low d no creature ſave his own dear ſelf, 
Who nothing knew, yet ſcorn'd to aſk advice, 
Whoſe will was law, and govern'd by caprice, 
The gen'rous action of the widow ſpy'd, 

And ſeis'd them both, and ſentenc'd them—untry'd ; 
Her bed was ſold“ to pay the law's demand, 

The man beneath the barb'rous beadle's hand 
Was doom'd to bleed. Her crime was only this, 
Compaſſion pure and Poverty was his. 
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* The law obliges any — * relieves a beggar to 
for fe it 108. 
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THE 


CURIOUS LOVER, 


DAMON, whoſe form and eaſy air 
Cou'd captivate the coldeſt fair, 
Had notions quite uncommon, 
By Folly led, to Reaſon blind, 
He thought it poſſible to find 
In form a perfect Woman. 


His manner, parts, and ſplendid dreſs, 
Were ſuch as did the Fop expreſs, 
Who all to dart was willing; 
Thus of each requiſite poſſeſs d 
That might alarm a female breaſt, 
He went a lady - killing. 


The ſprightly Chloe, young and ſmart, 

Firſt ſlightly touch'd his am'rous heart, 
A moſt bewitching creature; 

But hapleſs Chloe ſtrives in vain 

T' inſpire him with the tender pain, 
She wants an inch in ſtature. 


The ſtately Delia, fair and tall, 
Whoſe graceful motion at a ball 
Might move an Anchorite ; | 
The Beau, enamour'd, next ſurvey'd, 
But found, alas! the beauteous maid 
One inch too much in height. 


Belinda, whoſe reſiſtleſs charms 
Might lure a Stoic to her arms, 
And baffle all his pride; 
Next curious Damon's notice caught, 
But poor Belinda's mouth was thought 
A full hair's breadth too wide. 


The ſtriking Delia, who in mien 

And ſhape excell'd the ſea-born queen, 
Nay, in each charm ſurpaſs'd her; 

Then ſhot the rover thro' and thro”, 

But ſtead of black her eyes were blue, 
Oh, what a dire diſaſter ! 


From Belle to Belle, till age grew on, 
He rang'd, when tir'd, he fix'd on one, 
But ſhe his paſſion laugh'd at; 
And now with grief poor Damon ſees 
That what in youth cou'd ever pleaſe, 
In age is only ſcoff d at. 
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The toledo, the ſmart toupee, 
The rhyme, the ſong, the repartee, 


- No more can charm, oh never ! 
He lives unpity'd, though diſgrac'd, 
And from the realms of wit and taſte 
Secluded is for ever, 
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TOBACCO. 


FAR hence be every Prude, each ſolemn Prig, 
And that queer creature of a doubtful ſex, 
With lily hand, ſmooth chin, and empty head, 
That gaudy glittering inſect of a day, 

The puny Beau—his noſtrils ill can brook 

The rich exhilarating fumes of that 

Delicious plant, Virginia's nobleſt boaſt, 

The new-diſcovered world's chief pride, Tobacco. 
But come thou near, my honeſt, jovial friend, 
Whoſe manly front beſpeaks the heart ſincere, 

The liberal mind, and tongue devoid of guile, 
Here patient fit, while I recount to then 

The various virtues of the peerleſs plant. 


O weed, more precious than Golconda's gems ! 
Not Arno's vale, nor Tempe's flow'ry fields, 
Nor fam'd Arabia's ſpicy groves can ſhew 
Or fruit, or plant, comparable to thee : 
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Peace to the manes of that much injur'd man, 
Who firſt thy worth in Albion's happy iſle 
Made known ; Raleigh the brave! whom daſtard 


James | 
To pleaſe vindictive Spain, bereay'd of life. 


Supremely bleſt is he, whoſe ample box, 
Or leathern pouch, contains the matchleſs plant. 
He neither hunger feels, nor thirſt, nor cold, 
When theſe attack him with united force, 
They're all defeated by a fingle quid. 
Not lefs in ethics than im phyſics fam'd, 
Thy pow'r is known to men of every claſs. 
A certain fordid prieſt, whoſe callous heart 
Ne'er knew one feeling for another's woe, 
To quidding took ; how ſoon a change is wrought ! 
His heart expands, he grows beneficent, 

And gives to miſery—a mouldy cruſt. 


- How much to thee do politicians owe ? 
Warm'd with thy ſenſe · inſpiring fumes, ev'n Horne 
With eaſe can ford the mighty depths of ſtate, 
Can darkeſt myſteries unfold, and make 
As plain and palpable as Sol at noon ; 
Can prove that kings, if ill,“ deſerve to die, 
If goodF or ill, alike deſerve reſpect. 


* The King whoſe aQions juſtify rebellion to his govern- 
ment, deſerves death from the hand of every ſubject. 


+ Whoever or Whatever is King, demands the reſpedt and 
ſupport of the people, Vid. Horne's Letter to Junius. 


EA] 


Hail, genuine ſon of inconſiſtency ! 
May all thy labours meet a due reward. 


Wrapt in his own importance, proud and dull, 
See juſtice Shallow, in his chair of ſtate, 
Prepares to ſhew his brief authority ! 

Without Tobacco's ſovereign aid, how blank 


His worſhip ſeems? Here! Betty ! bring a pipe! 


Mark how he inſpiration draws from out 

The tube, and wiſer grows at every puff! 
Loquacious now, he prates on this and that, 
Law, peace and war, and civil polity, 

Jockies and gamblers, cocks and cards, and dice, 
Alternately employ his nimble tongue; 

Till tir'd his auditors, and drunk himſelf, 

Down falls his pipe, and Morpheus ſeals his eyes. 


TRE 


FOURNEY. 


an 
EPISTLE ro Mr. PARDOE. 


a 1 
THUS baniſh'd from my native ſoil, 
To twice ten miles from fam'd Carliſle; 
Twice ninety from my friends and wife, 
Bleſt ſweet*ners of the cares of life! 
How think you I can verſe compoſe, 
I ſcarce can write in humble proſe; 
Yet fince my worthy friend, I know, 
Determin'd is to have it ſo, 
With wit and fire he muſt diſpenſe, 
And rhymes accept inſtead of ſenſe; | 
For had I Kelley's wit, you know it, : 
On ſuch a theme I cou'd not ſhew it. 1 
Touch'd with a honeſt grief to ſee 
Relations weep to part with me, 
I dropp'd a ſympathetic tear, 
Cou'd you, or any man forbear ? 


” 


The twenty - ſeventh day of June, 
Six hours ere Sol proclaim'd it noon, 
Walſall I left; and nothing new 
Till Warrington appear'd in view, 


I ſaw ; then croſs'd the winding Merſey, 
Which you have done, ere now, I dare ſay, 


I ſtopp'd not there, reſolv'd that night 
To fleep at Wigan—if I might: 

To the Bear's Paw was recommended, 
And there I that day's journey ended. 
Next morning as I jogg'd along, 
A fidler blind, nor old, nor young, 
With inſtrument of hoarſer note, 
Than ever came from raven's throat, 
I ſaw quite free from melancholy, 
Playing the pilgrim blithe and jolly. 
He tun'd in danger all the time, 

For on a loaded cart of lime, 

With head ere, in aukward ſtate, 
The baſtard ſon of Orpheus ſat. 

I paſs'd thro* Preſton on a trot, 

It ſtands upon a pleaſant ſpot ; 

A well-built town, and ey'ry ſtreet 

Is ſpacious, elegant, and neat. 

Here, in the famous year fifteen, 

A bloody conflict was between 

The ſons of liberty, and thoſe 

Who were her baſeſt, blackeſt foes; 
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And who ſet up to be their head 

A tyrant born, and Papiſt bred, 

Sprung from an abject race of things, 
Unfit to bear the name of kings. 
That night at Lancaſter I ſtaid, 

And for a ſupper dearly paid, 

Of bread and cheeſe; and this beſide, 
Lean beef, as tough as old cow hide. 
The houſes all, excepting none, | 
In this old town are built of ſtone, -« 
The caſtle is an ancient pile, 

And large as that is at Carliſle ; 

From whence, they ſay, at times you can 
With eaſe perceive the Iſle of Man. 
The northern part of Lancaſhire 

A face of poverty does wear. 

Numbers of houſes which I ſaw 


Were built of mud, and thatch'd with 3 


The ſouth J really don't pretend 


Jo know To well as you, my friend; 


But it as fertile ſeem'd to me, 

And populous, as where you be. . 
Read farther, and next day you'll find 
Your friend at Kendal, where he din'd ; 
And nobly, faith, I did regale 

On trout, green geeſe, green peaſe, and ale ; 
This meal, indulgent Fate, no doubt, 
Beſtow'd, to make the other out. 
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Kendal's a town, or I miſtake, 
Nearly the ſame in ſize and make 
With Lancaſter; but ſuch a road 
From thence to Shapp, as you ne'er rode. 
Oi er hills whoſe ſummits pierc'l the ſky, 
While clouds I ſaw beneath me lie, 
Thro' which I was conſtrain'd to go, 
Ere I cou'd reach the vales below. 

Sure worſe for travellers are theſe 
Than be the Alps, or Pyrenees; 
So drear a ſcene, ſuch barren ground 

In Nova Zembla can't be found. 

Few ſheep are here, and on my word, 
I ſcarce beheld a ſingle bird. 

Ah, how unlike Staifordia's Plains! 
Where Pleaſure, Health, and Plenty reigns... 
That night at-paltry Shapp I lay, 

And at Carliſle the foll' wing day 

Ere three o'clock did ſafe arrive, 

And ſound as any roach alive. 
This place has long been fortify'd, 

And wall'd is now on ey'ry fide, 

A moſt enchanting fituation, 

Eſteem'd the fineſt in the nation. 
Next day I came thro' ſhow'rs of rain, 
T' Aſpatria, where I ſtill remain; 
Wiſhing the health of all my friends, 
And here my rhyming ſtory ends. 
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AN 


EPISTLE. 


HAIL, Happy Hare! who in that 1 town, 
Seated like much-fam'd Solyma of old, | 
A foot-walk haſt. There true politeneſs reigns, 
There ev'ry virtue that adorns the mind, 
With each gay proſpe that can glad the eye, 
Conſpicuous ſhines; and Plenty crowns the whole. 
Hail, happy Hare! how bleſt is fuch a man! | 
When genial Spring has on the fertile banks 
Of winding Severn, ſpread her rich perfumes, 
He careleſs ſaunters thro” the laughing meads; 
While all around romantically ſweet, 
A noble landſcape greets his raviſh'd eye. 
He, when rude Winter with his chilling blaſts 


From Norway's frozen clime comes howling forth 


Replete with ſnow and hail, wrapt in ſurtout 
Securely trips along, and ſmiles at ſtorms, 


Compar'd with thine, my friend, how hard the lot 
Of hapleſs Plumbwort is, whom ruthleſs Fate 
Has in an out-ride fix'd in Cumberland. 
Beneath bleak Skiddow, on the banks of Eln, 
The Frith in view, and Caledonian hills, 
At hateful 'Spatria wretched Plumbwort lives; 
Where day by day the ſame dull joyleſs ſcene 
Of dreary heaths and wilds preſents itſelf. 
'Theſe might be borne, but that a' worthleſs tribe, 
Unſocial, knaviſh, infolent and mean, 
Live here : ſworn foes to Virtue and her ſons; 
Strangers to ev'ry lib'ral ſentiment, 
Gold is their God, and Lazineſs their Pride. 
O wou'd kind heav'n but make one man my friend, 
S——n's the learn'd, the gen'rous, and the good, 
Whom but to know is to admire and love ; 
Then might I hail Staffordia's happy land, 
Of Science, Taſte, and Elegance the ſeat, 
Might Walſall ſee, whoſe Beauties erſt I ſung, 
See all my friends, and thou my worthy Hare, 


SF 


BISHOP and MAUL TEXT. 


A TALE, 


g as tun om node Cm I ne, 


IT happpen'd once—the point of time 
Remains untold, in proſe or rhyme, 

A certain biſhop had the giving, 

Of what is term'd—a good fat living; 
But what appear'd extremely odd, 

In this right reverend man of God, 

He vow'd that none, tho? e er fo clever, 
Shou'd have the living—now or ever, 
Unleſs he fairly out could make 
The father of Melchizedek. 
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This matter, ſo profound and dark, 
Pos'd many an egregious clerk ; 
1 | Thrice fifty, as the ſtory goes, 

be | Had try'd the ſecret to diſcloſe, 
1 But try'd in vain which ſorely all vext, 
At length appear'd the ſly Jack Maul Text. 
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Jack had acquir'd more uſeful knowledge, 
Than what is often gain'd at college; 
He from his dad,' a queer old crony, 
Had learnt—and knew—the worth of money. 
% Money gets money,” was his cry; 
The main chance always mind, my boy?! 
«© A penny ſav'd is twopence got, 
And wit alone won't boil the pot. 


Theſe, and a hundred ſaws beſide, 
Jack had by rote—and oft apply'd; 
For ſuch ſage ſcraps he valued more 
Than all his Greek and Latin lore. 
He ſtudied men—and found that gold 
Rul'd rich and poor, and young and old: 
So to his wary Sire proceeded, 
And told him how much caſh he needed: 
« Four hundred pounds in yellow coin, 
„Will make the biſhop's living mine; 
% Or, if you think that will not do, 
„I'll to the Sire add Mother too, 
« If you in filver from your ſtore - 
« Will give me but twice fifty more.“ 


As none could of his prudence doubt, 
Each ſum was fairly counted out. 


With pockets full, and mind elate, 
Jack haſtens to the palace gate; 
But ere he further did proceed, 
He liberally the Chaplain feed; 
Who ſoon his Lordſhip made acquainted 
Of what the modeſt Maul Text wanted. 


« Men of this age are ſtrangely dull, 

I hope this is not ſuch a fool 
« As thoſe we've had already here, 
His Lordſhip ſaid. O never fear,” 
The Chaplain cries, ** the youngſter try, 
« You'll find him ripe as you or I; 
For I'm convinc'd (beneath the roſe,) 
«© He well this kind of buſineſs knows: 
«© And had I all the wealth of Spain, 
« I'd lay it he'll the living gain.“ 

To hear him thus ſo highly prais'd, 
His curioſity was rais'd ; | 
Send hither ſtraight this boaſted TY 
« I'll know if what you ſay be truth, 
For falſhood ever I abhor'd, | 
When ſtraight Jack ſtood before my Lord. 


«© I come to ſolve your abſtruſe queſtion, 
+ Which ſome preſume to make a jeſt on; 
< And doubt not, if tis fairly done, 
But you'll me victor fairly own.” 


1811 
hre | 
« That will I do,” (quoth he) © with pleafure;” - ö 


Jack inſtantly produc'd his treaſure: ; — 
This bag contains, or I miſtake, va | 
« Your ſecret of Melchizedek ;— i 9 
% You'll alſo find, within this other, | .Y 
The name and colour of his mother.“ | | [ 
With lifted hands and upturn'd eyes, 1 
The very figure of Surpriſe, | 1 
The Biſhop ſtood; then ſtroak'd his band, 1 
And gravely took him by the hand; S | 
« Young man, I ſolemnly declare, 
That you a firſt-rate Genius are! L 
The names are ſpell'd right to a letter, | 
And were the Living ten times better, - Fr 
% As Holineſs and Truth's in heaven, | 1 
« To you alone it ſhould be given! | 9 
For Wiſdom I can plainly ſee, | 1 
« Has ta en up her abode with thee; | nt 4 1 
« Obey her dictates— never flight her, 7 1 


* And thou ſhalt one day wear a Mitre. 
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THE 


QUESTION, 


SAY, O bluſfering, bullying Billy, 
When thy wild-gooſe chaſe will ceaſe? 
Say, John Bull, who art ſo filly, 
Is thy intereſt ought but peace? 


Tax'd as is this wretched nation, 
-Bleeding now at ev'ry pore, 

What a ſtrange infatuation 1 a, 
Will it be to tax it more? 


Tax'd our every brick and tile is, 
And laſt war was tax d our ſalt, | 

But what's vileſt of the vile is, 
Thus again to tax our malt. 


Nootka, peopled with man- eaters, 
Is for twice two millions bought, : 
When are tam'd theſe ſavage creatures, 
Alt will not be worth a groat. fe” 


In the Baltic's frozen ocean 
What has poor John Bull to do? 
What a ſtrange quixotic notion 
Some folk have—and great ones too ? 
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Ye who worſhip Billy's wiſe head, 
And applaud his every work, 

If you'll be but circumciſed, 
You may fight for Jew or Turk. 


See this wou'd-be ſole Dictator, 
Cowards tremble at his nod, 

Wiſemen ſooner will, or later, 
View with ſcorn this demi-god. 


After being promis'd wonders, 
Riches, Commerce, laſting Peace, 

All we have is Billy's blunders, 
And of Debt a vaſt encreaſe. 


What a Proteus Edmund B— is ?, 
Now a Tory, now a Whig; 

What a hotch-potch his laſt work is? 
Oil and verjuice, fiſh and pig. 

Why ſhould he, if not a Tory, 
Damn our Gallic neighbours' plan ? 

Why ſhould Oxford blaſt her glory, 
In addreſſing ſuch a man ? 
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If the fam'd St. Omer's bred him, ö 
And it did, or ſome are liars, | TE © 
That may be the cauſe which led him 
To lament the monks and friars. 


On mobs he makes a mighty pother, 
Now he raves on church and ſtate, 

Theſe he'd ſiſter have and brother, 
And be fix'd as firm as Fate. 


Who believes that worldly grandeur 
Is not ſeemly in a prieſt, 
Edmund, with his wonted candour, 
Atheiſt calls him, or a beaſt. | 


Down the Scarlet Whore is tumbled, 
Bulls and Briefs are diſregarded, | 

Biſhops, Deans, and Chapters humbled, 
Honeſt Curates are rewarded. 0 „ 


1 | This is news to Edmund heavy, - 
AV; This has blaſted all his hopes, 

3 | Now he'll all his forces levy, 
Figures, Metaphors, and Tropes. 


|| | Now for ſimilies he'll forage, 

{ Now he'll ſcold and rave aloud, 
I | No he'N thought compare to porridge, 
| Now be hidden in a cloud, 


Now he thinks Charles Fox will maul him, 
Prieſtley thunders in his ear, | 

Paine comes next to overhaul him, | 
Now he's petrified with fear. | 


Now the Engliſh clubs torment him, 
Now he faints with apprehenſion, 

Mercy on's what will content him? 
Nothing, nothing—but a Penſion, 
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NOT in Warton's hacknied ſtrains 
Shall the preſent Ode be writ, 
All the Poet's parts and pains 
Are thy due, O precious P—. 
Tho' George may boaſt his vena] Laureat's praiſe, 
Thy Volunteer ſhall try to win the bays. 


Janus with his double face, 
Takes a retroſpective view, 
Sees at once thy paſt diſgrace, 
And what praiſe will be thy due. 
Sees thee unequalled in five hundred years, 
For taxing Poverty—and making Peers. 1 


When at the Preſs* you aim'd a deadly blow, 
Say, where was Honour? — where was Conſcience 
"flown? . 
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* Should the reader be diſpleaſed at this ſeverity of the 
Poet, againſt the Premier, he is requeſted to conſider, that this 
Ode was written when the laſt additional duty was laid on 
News Papers; aud at which time was added, that moſt 


Indignant Freedom eyed thee as a foe, 
And Science, trembling, gave a dreadful groan. 
Poſterity will ſcarce believe that Chatham's ſon. 
Could ſuch a dark inglorious deed have done. 
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infamous and arbitrary clauſe, ſubjecting the uu ER of a News 
Paper to the forfeiture of xivs younDs; annexing, alſo, that 
every printer of them ſhould take to bimſelf the whole of his 
impreſſion, excluding him the privilege, as- heretofore, of 

1) | returning to the Stamp Office, thoſe which might remain on 
his hands unſold, thereby limitting him, as it were, to the 
printing only a certain number. 


Was not ſuch a THREz-FOLD obſtacle to the circulation of 


v News Papers, aiming a deadly blow at the Preſs?” For, if => 
we allow, (and the fact compels us to allow it). that a News : | 
Paper is the firſt (becauſe the moſt common) vehicle of 
political knowledge, could means more flagrant, more direct, | : 
= * 


and apparently more effequal, have been deviſed to hinder | 
ſuch knowledge, and keep Englifhmen (the genuine Sons of | 
Freedom!) ignorant of the Politics of the Day? and therewith 
of their rights. and. privileges as Britons and Freemen ? — ! 
Therefore, ; 


By 
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Againſt ſuch impoſts, wonder not to find 
Our Friend ſevere; ** who always ſpoke his mind.“ 
With zeal for Freedom Freedom of the PRESS, 
When this was ſtruck at could he have ſaid leſs? 


Sinking beneath its former weight, 
Vet ſtill the Malt new burthens bears; 
Or if the poor ſhall drink or eat, 
The righteous P— nor knows or cares. 
If he can tax, alike it is to him, 
Whether we live or die, or ſink or ſwim. 


How prettily he handles, 

The tiny farthing candles! 

While thoſe of fineſt wax, 

Exempted are from tax. 
Hail! matchleſs P—! immaculate and wiſe; 
All hail, great fire of GENERAL EXCISE. 


Compar'd with thee old Walpole was a ninny, 
Where he a ſhilling took, you ſqueeze a guinea: 
The attempt, and not the deed,” confounded: 
| Bob, | 
But thy tobacco-bill compleat's his dirty job. 
Victuallers, maltſters, country bankers, 
All will be thy hearty thankers, 
Tanners, curriers, ſervants female, 
Thoſe who ſell tobacco retail, 
With one conſent ſhall in grand chorus join, 
And hail thee Financier unmatch'd ! divine! 


AN. 
EPISTLE to Mr. THOMAS SHAW, 


On.going to the —— as an Examiner, 


' DEAR Thomas, I wonder a man of your years, 


Should act what to Reaſon ſuch folly appears, 
At your time of life to commence Superviſor, 
Your top-piece ſo hoary, and you be no wiſer. 
"Till Pentecoſt laſt, Sir, T never heard mention, 
Of this your ſo fooliſh, ſo mad an intention. 
Obſerve me, friend Tom, and take this for a truth, 
You'll now be chaſti'sd for the ſins of your youth. 
Your gaming — your wenching — (I won't fay 
unſober,) 
And laughing at me when brim full of Over; 
While you,, poor and' pert, like a fly cunning elf, 
Have double dos'd me, and kept ſober yourſelf: 
'This crime of all others, I think is the worſt, 
To give a man drink when he's ready to burſt; 
For this you'll be puniſh'd in this world or next, 


I can preach like a prelate when drinking's my text. 


You now will be puzzled with this, and with that, 


Your Diary—your-Check—and the dl knows what: 
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At night you will cloſe with your every day's work, . 
Be grave as a Jew, and proud as a Turk. 


You will look with contempt on poor knights of the 


ſick, 


At their wit you'll be weary, at mirth you'll be ſick; 
Stand off, you low fellows, I am rais'd a ſtep higher, 
Fl ſmoak with the vicar, and drink with the 
ſquire, 
You would ſay, old friend 8ST EDHEN, I'm ſure 
thou'tt a liar. 
Put jeſting apart, Tom, I often have ſeen, . 
Some ſtrange ſort of Fellows, (you. know whom FE: 
mean,) 
Who would think it a meanneſs to ſmile at a jeſt, 
Though Wit and Good Humour pronounce it the 
beſt,. | 
You would ſtill look as grave as an owl in the neſt. 
Red hot from the board, like Term Trotter from 
College, | 
Puff'd upwith conceit of his new-acquir'd knowledge; 
Comes down an Examiner, talks about London, 
What wonderful things are done, and what undone;.. 
What poor country fools are collectors and clerks, 
Superviſors, alas! too, are all in the dark ; 
To the ſummit of Wiſdom how he would conduct 
them, 
If they'd condeſcend to alk him to infiruct them. . 


As all men alive, Tom, believe themſelves wile, 


So all men ſometimes will preſume ta adviſe. . 


1 911 


Don't trouble their honours on each ſlight pretence, | 
J. Inis diſgraces a man in the eye of Good Senſe; Z 
The ſock is unclos'd, or the column's daſh'd not, 
The contents of a bye-caſk perhaps is forgot; 
"Wherr ſuch minute errors reported have been, 
I cannot tell whether my laughter or ſpleen 
Would be moſt excited ; but this I well know, 
That it always a mean timid genius doth ſhew. 
Much more I could ſay, but tis needleſs to you, 
I wiſh you ſucceſs, ſo friend Thomas adieu. 
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AN 
ACROSTIC. 


— . —P] 


A- Species of wit the Specrator calls low, 
N. ot ſeldom ſqueez'd out from the brain of a beau, 
A compound of pertneſs, of folly, and lies, 
Conceitedneſs, dulneſs, and all that's unwiſe. 
R-hyme ſometimes I have without reaſon or ſenſe, 


O-r meaning, or grammar—with theſe I diſpenſe; 


S-uffice it to ſay, without learning or wit, 
T-hought Genius or Judgment, I always am writ. 
I-'m prais d by old women, and children, who ever 
C-onfeſs that I'm witty, and pretty, and clever. 
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BATTLE of the B. — Ds. 


GOD proſper bis our gracious Queen : 
And eke our noble King, 

The battle of the Borough-men 
The ſportive muſe hal ling. 


But whom the wordy warriors be, 
I ſolemnly declare, 7 

As I'm a living chriſtian hair, 
I neither know or care. 


Amicus enter'd firſt the liſts, 
To flaſh his maiden ſword; © 

In fuſtian ſtile long time he talk 'd,— 
But never ſpoke a word. 


Leſt you ſhould think, that like Das ume, 
I deal in paradox; 


I only mean tis but fo, ſo— 


Within his knowledge-box, 
I 


8 


Cou'd he have ſpoke, he wou'd have ſaid, 
The May'r had done amiſs; 

But why, or wherefore, don't appear 
Through each long-winded piece. 


D. G. the champion of the May'r, 
With matchleſs nonſenſe fraught, 


In anger drew his grey gooſe quill, 
But not as champion ought. 


: He ſays 4 is 3 | 
Than this no truth's more clear; 
But that himſelf's as much an ——, * 
I truſt will ſoon appear. | 


No ſhadow of an argument 
In all his work is found; 


His ſtyle is mean, his meaning's dark 
As ten miles under ground. 


Save when he pulls the faultleſs May * 
And every corp rate member, 


His meaning's plain as is your noſe,— * 
He ſmell'd the month November.“ 


% 
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* The Mayor's Feaſt is kept on the geh of November, 


When of each bird that flits the air, 
And fiſh that ſwims in water; 

And turkies, pigs, and hens, and geeſe, 
1 made a mighty 8 


« His Worſhip cannot fail to ſend 

& A card of invitation: 
“Then I ſhall dine, and drink, and ſmoak, 
% With all the Corporation.“ 


Of Magiſtrates diecretional 
Whoever heard before? 

Not I. in all my line of life, 
And hope I ſhall PIPE» | : 


Here 8 periods half a mile i in length, 
- Succeeding one another; 


Dull, tedious, ſpiritleſs, and poor, 
As is his elder brother. 


Now heay'n preſerve the worthy May'r, 
Town-clerk, and Aldermen ; 

And grant that they may never find 
Such foes—or friends again. 


1s. 


OCCASIONAL E'PILOGUE, 


Written for, and ſpoken by Mr. HOLCROFT, at Walſall 
Theatre, afier the Tragedy of Mackbeth... 


OF all the Shows, and Mounteba gs, and Plays, 
Theſe eyes have ſeen in all their whole-born days, 
This ſame Magbeth, which I have ſeen, and you, 


ls ſure the ſtrangeſt- and the ſaddeſt tue. 


Thoſe Witches made me ſweat, and ſore afeard, 

Each with a beſom and a hugeous beard ;— 

Women wear beards.to freet poor harmleſs folk, 

They ſhou'd have ſhay'd em tis above a joke. 

Wauns! what a fleamin pot! — ſich ſmoak and 
— | 

It made me think of Mr. Huſſey's engine. 

Thoſe ugly tooads—I welly ſee em now. 

Trot round the kettle, and dab in the ſow. 

The Tartar's lips! the Jew! and Chriſtian Turk! 

The dog, and frog, and tuthe of meaſter Shurk.; 

But what will ſarve me all my life to brag on, 

They burn'd a piece of Deykin's great Green. 
Dragon! a 


Of all I've ſeen what freeten'd me the mooaſt, 


Was Magbeth ſtaring ſo at Bango's Ghoaſt ; 


[97] 
For monny times I've ſhudder'd, when I've heard 
Of Ghoaſts and Witches, which my granny ſcar'd, 
An old Mon's Ghoaſt her ſeed, ere he was jed, 
Juſt like a bald fac'd horſe—without a yed. 
Magbeth's a villian, and I'm glad enough 
That he was kill'd tue by the ſtout Macduff; 
Our Mall was freeten'd, and began to croy, 
Aa, thou ſaft empty fuliſh tooad, ſays I, 
Doſt think he's jed in yarneſt? yea, her croys, 
Why no, I tell thee'ts all a pack of lies. 
One neet behind the ſcreen I ſeed the ſhow, 
And there a hump back'd rogue fell down juſt fo ; 
Laws! how he groan'd, and wroith'd, and hung his 
ved, 
| I cou'd have ſworn that he was downreet jed: 
Yet when the green ſheet drapp'd that hides the play, 
He jump'd upon his feet—and walk'd away. 
'T think, now, Tſhou'd lother be a fhowman 
Than hat J am—'tis better nor a ploughman ; 
I ſhou'd ha” nought to due the live- long day 
But lay me down and ſleep among tlie hay; 
E' cod, I'll ax em if it ſhou'd be ſo, 
Til quickly come again and let you know; 
Till then farewel—if you'd ha me o'th* play 
Your hands muſt ſpeak - they“ dare not diſobey. 
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* pointing to the Actors, 


13 


1 981 


1 


8 . 5 * . , 
K _ K 
; . p "Iv 
. " 
— 

« - = 
- 

0 - 

— s 
% 4 o 
. ; 3 - 
. - o * 
; ” 


On hearing of a Man being whipped at Shrewsbury 
| for killing a Hare on a Sunday. 85 


Law grinds. the poor, and rich men zule the Law. 


— 


COLDSMITHs 


THE time has 5 Pie Briton ds. 
By partial laws, which mighty Nimrods frame, 
Cou'd range the woods with conſcious freedom 
bold, „ e 
In queſt of that which modern times term GAME. 


No haughty lord dur then his way impede 
To where Sabrina rolls his rapid tide; 
For free as him he trod the copſe and mead, 
And fiſh'd and hunted ſafe on every ſide. 
* 
No needy villain lurking to betray, _. | 
Want in his face, and in his pocket Law: 
No ſporting juſtice promiſing. him pay, 
In theſe bleſt times the happy Briton ſaw. 


Ii is cuſtomary for Informers to carry Acts of Parliament 
in their pockets, 


1 991 
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The ſcene is chang'd—the common rights of man 
0 Fall blaſted by the baleful breath of pow'r, 
Which ſuperſedes wiſe Nature's nobleſt plan, * 
For what She gave to alt a few devour. 


When fell Oppression ſhakes her iron wand, | 
And impious Rapine takes the name of Law, =_ 
When vile Informers ſwarm throughout the * i, 
Suit is ĩt lafe a Britiſh air to 22 3 | 
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6 WRITTEN FANUARY 26th, 1782. 


YE blackguards of, of every degree; 
Cloſe lay down your ears, and come liſten to me 
In ignorance born, and in villany bred, 
' Ye fools are by birth, and ye're knaves till ye're 
dead; | | 
From youth till old age ye're confin'd to one ſpot, . 
N Ye're botn not to live, but to breathe and to rot: 
3 | Your manners are ſavage, your principles vile, 
| More cruel than tygers, ye ſtab while ye ſmile. , 


= Religion amongſt you did ne'er make abode, . 
Self Interest, ye worſhip, and that's all your god; 
Your Maker, your Parents, your Country, your- 
Friends, ; 
You'd curſe,.or you'd ſell—if to ſerve. your o.] m 

ends, 


[301] 
CALCULATED for JANUARY goth, 1777. 


— — 


ENGLAND ceafe thy lamentation, 
Hearken to the voice of Fate, | 
Thou again ſhalt be a nation 

© Rank'd amongſt the good and great. 
«© Tho' rank Jacobites and Tories | 
Long have rul'd thy hapleſs ſhore, 

© Tho' much wither'd are thy glories,. 
66 They ſhall bloom to fade no more.“ 


At thy fane, O ſacred Freedom! 
All thy ſons ſhall ſoon appear, 
Richmond, Abingdon, ſhall lead em, 
Abject Tories come not there. 
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Written for the Muſical Society at Walſall, 
e * $7 3 oo 


Set to Music. 


. 
WHEN fam'd Amphion ſwept the lyre, 
And animated wood and ſtone, ö 


What did he but the rude inſpi pire 
With mild ſenſations like our on 


H ORUS. 


This proves that harmony in days of yore 
Had over all a * pow'r. 


” 1 


5010 COUNTER. 


Apollo, god of ſong and wit, 
Euterpe, ſweeteſt of the Nine, 

Determin'd Helicon to quit, 
And ſprings Pierian, tho' divine. 


1 1031 
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CHORUS in Unison—Same in Due.— Dino in Chorus. 


With joint conſent the Muſe and mirthful God 
Did at Walſallia fix their bleſt abode. 


SOLO TENOR. 


When left by Euterpe as well as Apollo, 
"The reſt of the Siſters reſolv'd were to follow, 
As nothing could pleaſe without Muſic to cheer, + 
They left the dull ſcene—and are now ſeated here. 


SOLO BASS—Same in Chorus Recito.—Ditto full, 


Hence Mirth, and Wit, and Harmony divine, 
To pleaſe, and ſtrike, and raviſh, all combine. 
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ELEGIES, Kc. 


AN 
E LE G Y, 
4 * "TO. TUE | 
MEMORY of Miſs M. GOOSTREE, 


Who died at Sir Edward Lytt'elon's, July 12th, 1783. 


IF yet thy gentle ſpirit hovers near, 
If heaven already has not claim'd. its own, 
Deign to accept the tributary tear, 
Which all muſt pay to whom thy worth was known, 


Where is that wit which every hearer charm'd ? 
"Thoſe eaſy manners ſo refin'd and free? 
That native frankneſs which each boſom warm'd ? 
Muſt we no more be bleſt with them, or thee? 


K 
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Thy angel-form, where Virtue fix d her throne, 
Thy chearing ſmiles muſt we no more behold ? 

Thy breaſt which melted at Misfortunes moan, 
Is that, alas! for evermore grown cold * 


Nipp'd ere thy prime in life's 20 at bloom, 
While all the Loves and Graces round thee play'd ; 
So opening lilies breathe a rich perfume, 
So chill'd by ſudden Froſt, their beauties fade. 


O Lyttleton! beneath thy foſtering care, 
Her virtues ripen'd as her beauties grew ; 

Her ear drank geedily thy precepts rare, | 
As does the parch d earth heavenꝰs enlivening dew. 


Thoſe white-wing'd minutes muſt return no n 
When on thy accents ſhe delighted hung; 

For now, alas! thy pleaſing talk is oer, 
And mute for ever her chchanting tongue. 


5 


eee 
oN 


F "8 N T l ö N 3 K 2 
. Mrs. P—E. 


4 ” 
—_ > OR ] 1 


THE Bard, infpir'd with unaffected woe,“ 
In ſolemn ſtrain hids all his numbers flow, 
His muſe no more employs on trivial things, 
Tears follow tears, and as he weeps be fings— 
All-conqu'ring Death, who dares thy pow'r with- 

ſtand! 

Heroes and kings obey thy dread command; 
Nor wife, nor good, from thy fell ſhafts ale free, 
All, all are vanquiſh'd, mighty Death, by thee! 
But yet the few warm' d with thy gen rous flame 
O heav'n- born maid, who bear'ſt Religions name; 
Who dare to practiſe thy moſt holy rules 
Spite of the ſcoffs of libertines and fools; 
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Who wipe the tears from weeping widows eyes, 

The ſtranger feeds, and ſtops the orphan's cries ; 
Will fearleſs meet Death's unrefiſted rage, 

And all tranſported quit this earthly ſtage ; 

Their ſouls, when freed, enraptur'd wing their flight 
Thro worlds unknown, to realms of pure delight. 
Such P——e was—by Envy's ſelf admir'd— 

A faint ſhe liv'd, and like a ſaint expir'd, 
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Mr. CHARLES CHURCHILL... 
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ALAS! no more in Freedom's glorious cauſe 
His potent pen the matchleſs cenſor draws, 
No more the darling of the tuneful Nine 
Muſt ſtrike the lyre—no more the Bard divine 
Muſt give (what Merit might with juſtice claim,) 
To real worth an everlaſting fame; 
Nor arm'd with Terror, ſcourge with Satire's rod 
The foes of Freedom, and the foes of God. 
For ſee! Britannia's wat' ry eyes deplore # 
The fate of Churchill, now, alas! no more; 
See! heav'n-born Freedom bows her ſacred head, 
And mourns her Guardian number'd with the dead! 
How will the Sons of Slavery rejoice ! 
See, from her dreary den the monſter Vice 
Stalks rudely forth, and in full blaze of day 
Of helpleſs Virtue makes an eaſy prey. 
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No longer aw'd by Churchill's pow'rful ſong, 

See grim Oppreſſion madly ſweeps along, 

Bearing down Freedom, who beneath her weight 

| Muſt ſink, unleſs upheld by mighty Fate. | 
Oh, wou'd kind heav'n but ſtop her baleful courſe, 
= 5 Blaſt all her ſchemes, and quite deſtroy the ſource 

1 From whence ſhe ſprings—fair Plenty's chearing 
\ * Again might bleſs Britannia's hapleſs iſte; 

| IT) ben diſtant lands with envy might behold 
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5 The honeſt Britons no leſs free than bold. 
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OCCASIONED BY THE 
DEATH. 
OF 


HENRY VERNON, Egg. 


TO ſooth with flattery the man of pride, 
Poor tho' I am, I'd ſcorn to condeſcend; 

Then ſure the Muſe will deign her Bard to guide, 
Who Vernon mourns, of human-kind * friend. 

From death to life did gracious ne n allow 
That Virtue ſhou'd her votaries reſtore ; 
; Theſe tears (a tribute due) wou'd ceaſe to flow 
In grief for Vernon, 1 alas! no more. 


By ruthleſs Fate condemn'd a life to lead 
Obſcure, unknown, ill-fuited to my mind 
Till god-like Vernon deign'd to hear me plead, 
And bad me hope a milder fate to find. 
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Then atl enraptur'd how L rambled oer 


Each pleaſing ſcene gay Fancy cou'd preſent ; . 


And felt a bliſs to me unknown before, 
'The dread of want exchan g'd for calm content. 


The ſportive Muſe then ſlightly ſkimm'd the lawn 
Or ſipp'd from cowſlips the ambroſial dew, 


Or ſung the beauties of the mY _- 
Ere fair Aurora riſes to the view. 


But envicurciouds th* enchanting ſcene o erſpread, 
And all my faireſt hopes involv'd in night ; 

For Fate had number'd Vernon with the dead, 
And caſt, me ir from nnen height, | 


No to dark cells ard dull Deſpair and rich, 


Twin ſiſters, reign in folitary ſtate, 


Penſive I wander, hopeleſs of relief, 
And almoſt nn at ne s. 


of 


3 thy friendly 4 0 ] 
Will, tho it cures not, mitigate my woe: 
And dove-like Patience, heav'n-deſcended ms , 

On me * n 1 beſtow. 


[113] 


ON 
* O 
THE DEATH 
. . | 
or THE" 


DUKE of CUMBERLAND. 


SAY,-what avails the deep heart-rending. ſigh,, . 
Or all the ſolemn pageantry of woe? 
The throbbing boſom, or the ſtreaming eye, 
Can theſe recal the irreſiſtleſs blow ? 


Thus aſks the toic—yet for ſuch a chief 
Can we refuſe the tributary tear ? i 
This is the trueſt eloquence of grief, 
This, from th' affected, ſhews the friend ſincere. 


By all the great, by all the good confeſs'd, 
In war the hero, and in peaee the man; 

The love of Freedom glow'd within his breaſt, 
Which with his love of this bleſs'd iſle began. 


[14] 
Y | When grim Rebellion rear'd her-hateful head, 
7 And big with ruin ſtalk'd acroſs the Tweed : 
| Immortal William ſtruck the monſter dead, 
And Bards unborn ſhall ſing the glorious deed. 


Cou'd ſpotleſs Virtue and hſullied Fame, 
(The choiceſt bleſſings bounteous heav'n can give,) 
Cou'd theſe, alas! from Death exemption claim, 
Envy muſt own that William ought to live. 


But Fate forbids—the god-like-chief is gone 
Eternal bliſs with kindred ſouls to ſhare; . 
* In him the Patriot and the Hero ſhone, 

8 Iuhbe prop of Freedom, and the plume of war... 
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"FIRST BOOK of THINGS. 


CHA P. FE 

Now it came to aK that in the 
reign of Louis the ſixteenth, the people of 
France groaned under the rod of oppreſſion. 


2. For the Government was deſpotical, and 
the will of. the king was ſuperior to the law. 


3. On the ſlighteſt offence to the king or 
his miniſter, or his miniſter's concubine, and 
often for no offence at all of which the law 
could take cognizance, honeſt men were com- 
mitted to the darkeſt dungeons of the Baſtile. 


4. Taxes the moſt grievous, the moſt par- 
tial and oppreſſive, were laid at the arbitrary 
will of the king, and his unfeeling miniſters. 


L2 
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5. And the taxes were levied by the 
marble-hearted Farmers General, in the moſt- 
cruel manner, ſo that they. fattened on the 
blood of the poor. 


6. And behold, when the members of the 
parliament remonſtrated againſt ſuch iniquitous 
proceedings, many of them were imprifoned, 
and many were baniſhed at the will of the 
arbitrary king. 


7. And the people ſighed when they re- 
flected on the liberties which their anceſtors 
enjoyed in the glorious reign of Henry the 
fourth ſurnamed the Great. 


8. And the Proteſtants execrated in their 
hearts the infamous reign of Louis the four- 
teenth, who abridged their liberties, and re- 
voked the famous Edict of Nantz, which was 
granted by Henry the Great. 


9. For by the Edict of Nantz the Prote- 
ſtants were allowed to worſhip the God of 
their fathers in the way they liked beſt. 


1119. 
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10. And the people, on comparing the 
times preſent with the times of old, perceived 
that their liberties were loſt, that the king was 
become arbitrary, and themſelves ſlaves. 


11. And beh6ld, wheèn the friends of the 
people were baniſhed and impriſoned for re- 
monſtrating, when the poor privilege of com- 
plaining was denied them, the people waxed 
exceeding wroth.”. 


12. At length, on the fourteenth day of the 
Teventh month, in the year one thoufand 
ſeven hundred eighty and nine, the people 
aroſe as one. man, and declared themſelves 
free. 


13. The prifon, called the Baſtibe, the in- 
famous engine of PESspOTISsM, was level led with 
the ground, and the king tottered on his 
throne. | 


14. And the guards of Lewis the king 
were commanded to fire at and kill the people; 


L.3 
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15. But they obeyed not the voice of the 


king, neither did they hearken to the com- 
mands of his captains and generals. 


16. But 1 joined themſelves to the op- 
preſſed people, in defence of their liberties. 


17. And behold the abettors of tyranny 
and deſpotiſm were ſorely diſmayed and dif- 
perſed. | 


18. A new conſtitution was framed, all 
titles were aboliſhed, and equal freedom was 


proclaimed, ſo that one could not lord it over 
another, as was done 1 in times paſt. 


19. Religion was no longer a cloke for 
hypocriſy and knavery, I and ra- 
pacity. 


20. The wall of partition was thrown down, 
and every man worſhipped the God of his 
fathers, in the way that he thought was moſt 
2cceptable unto him. 


1211 


21. And behold, all Tzsrs but thoſe of 
Honeſty and Integrity were annulled, and no 
man on account of his religious opinions was 
precluded from ſerving in any office either 
civil or military. | 


22. Thus did twenty and ſix millions of 
people emancipate themſelves from the vile 
ſhackles of Deſpotiſm and Superſtition, which 
were forged by baſe and deſigning Tyrants 
and Prieſts on the anvil of Impoſture. 


23. Now all the enlightened, all the ra- 
tional, and all the real friends of liberty in 
Great Britain and Ireland,and the iſles thereof, 
rejoiced with exceeding great joy. = 


224. For the love of Freedom 1 eur to 
a Briton, yea, liberty is his birth-right, and he 
wiſheth the whole world to enjoy it equally 
with himſelf, 


122 . 
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I. NOW it came to paſs in the one and. 
thirtieth year of the reign of George the 
third, that the Sons of Liberty, in the town of 
Birmingham, in the province of Warwick, 
agreed to meet at- the. houſe of ; Dadley-. the. 
publican. 


2. And the deſign of the meeting was to 
celebrate the Anniverſary of the glorious 
French Revolution, which was on the four- 
teenth day of the ſeventh month | 


3. Ant the following Song was compoſed 
for the Occaſion, by a Fiend of LABETtY both 
civil and religious. 25 


4. And the tune of the Song was, When 
all the attic fire was fled”, | 


1 123˙J. 


3. WHEN tyrants did in Gaelia reign, 
When ſlavery hugg' d her galling chain, 

Scarce hoping to be free; | ö 
Uproſe Voltaire, the firſt of men, 
With more than magic in his pen, 

And taught the blind to ſee. 


6. When Britain, in a luckleſs hour, 
Inflam'd with luſt of lawleſs pow'r, 
Her children's ſlav' ry plann'd ; 
Their Gallic friends to Freedom true, 
Acroſs the vaſt ArLAN TI flex | 
To fave a ſinking land. 8 85 f 


7. Now warm'd with Freedom's holy flame, | 
They ſcorn'd vile Slav'ry's odious name, | | \ 


And Truth's bright ſtandard rear d; | | 
Then each enlighten'd ſon of Gaul, | " 25, 
Enraptur' d heard the Goddels call, 4 | 74 
And at her call appeared. 


8. When Truth with Freedom did appear, 
Pale Superſtition ſhrunk with fear, 
And fell Oppreſſion fled ; 
Tho' Deſpotiſm ſtrove to riſe, 
With wild-fire flaſhing from her eyes, 
Bold Fayette ſtruck her dead. 


do 
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9. O ſacred Freedom! Heav'n-born maid, 
This day ſhall true devoirs be paid, 
By millions to thy name; 
Without thee what's Goleonda's wealth, 
Or genius, wit, or roſy: health? 
Or what the brighteſt lame? 


10. O may thy ſons encreaſe each hour, 
Till that foul fiend Deſpotic Power, 
Is to oblivion hurl'd; — 
Then true Philoſophy ſhall reign, 
Then Science ſhall bold Truth maintain, 


And Peace ſhall bleſs the world. 


* F.* IE — 


11. But behold a few days before the 
meeting, certain hand- bills were diſtributed 
about, and the hand- bills were full of gall and 
bitterneſs. | 


12. A certain great Perfon was highly re- 
flected on, even the ruler of the people, and 
ſome ſaid that the writer was Prieſtley, the 
Doctor of Law; 


4, 
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13. But others believed that the writer 


was a ſon of Belial, and one of the Prieſts of 
Baal, a deſcendent of the bloody Bonner, who 


flouriſhed in the deteſtable days of Mary the 
Queen. 


14. The ſtyle of the Hand-bill was not 


like the ſtile of Prieſtley, the firſt Philoſopher 


m Europe, but was more like that of an igno- 


rant journeyman Prieſt. 


15. Nevertheleſs, the minds of the wicked, 
the ignorant, and the bigotted, were inflamed, 


and they infulted the Sons of Liberty as they 
went to the houſe of Dadley the publican. 


16. But their infults they reſented not, 


neither did they reply unto them, but they 
compaſſionated their ignorance, and their 


aAvickedneſs they winked at. 


17. For they were compoſed. of the. dregs 
of the people, and all thoſe who encouraged 
them were the off ſcouring and ſcum of the 


earth. 
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18. And behold, the Magiſtrates met in the 
yard of the new church and communed to- 
-gether 0 


19. Aud they came unto the houſe of 
Dadley, where the mob was aſſembled, and ad- 
-viſed every man to depart to his own home. 


20. Three times did the Magiſtrates attend 
before the houſe of Dadley the Publican, but 

the mob hearkened not to their perſuaſions, 
neither did they regard their threatenings. 


21. The windows of the houſe of Dadley 
they demoliſhed, and they threw ſtones at the 
Magiſtrates, who ran away like as a flock of 
Harmleſs ſheep runneth before the ravenous 
wolves. © 47 | 


22. And behold, the multitude became 
frantic with rage, and were taught to cry 
aloud, CHuRchH AND KING! CHurn and King! 
juſt as their impious fore-fathers cried in the 
days of Sacheverel of infamous and JacopitisH 
memory, 


; 
J 
) 
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23. Albeit the Church and King were in no 
danger, for they were both as ſecure as law 
and power could render them; 


— 


24. But the King's peace was diſturbed 


and broken, and the laws trampled on in a 
moſt horrid manner by his pretended but 
hypocritical friends. 


25. For the real friends of the King will 


reverence the laws and preſerve the peace. 


CAP. I. 


1. NOW it came to paſs that the furious and 
implacable ſpirit of bigotry and ſuperſtition 
Poſſeſſed the rabble, and they ran like furies 
to the houſe of the Lord of Hoſts, called the 
New Meeting, and ſet it on fire, | 


2. Dreadful and tremendous was the flame 
thereof, and the ſmoke aſcended to heaven 
like as the ſmoke of a furnace, 


3. And the ſhouting of the mob was like 
the ſhouting of the mad Bacchanals when they 
celebrated the Orgies of their God. 


4. And behold when they had deſtroyed 
the New Meeting, they ran along the ſtreets 
huzzaing and hallooing like the inhabitants 
of Bedlam, until they came to the Old Meet- 
ing, which they quickly deſtroyed in like man- 
ner as they had done the New Meeting. 
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5. In their hats were ribbands of blue, and 
in their hands were bludgeons of wood, and 


thoſe who oppoſed them they felled to the 


ground. 


6. Now the ſons of Beliel were, if poſſible, 
madder than before, and they roared aloud 


Cnunch and King! Down WITH THE ROUNxp- 


HEaps. 


7. And their roaring was like the roaring 
of the mad Bulls of Baſan in time of old. 


9. And the ſtately Dwellings of Ryland and 


Ruſſel, and Taylor and Hutton, and Prieſtley the 
Doctor, were all burned with fire, or otherwiſe 


9, And the ruins were ſhocking to be- 
hold, for they appeared like the ruins of 


Liſbon, when the Lord God viſited that City 
with an Earth-quake. 


10. And behold, the loſs which P, ieſtley 
the Philoſopher ſuſtained was irreparable, be- 
cauſe of his manuſcripts. 
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11. All his Philoſophical Apparatus, witly 
the labour of many years, were deſtroyed by a 


band of ruffians more mercileſs and cruel than 
the barbarous Goths and Vandals, who ſacked 


Rome when Pelagius was Biſhop thereof, 


12. But what was much more horrible 
than burning and plundering his houſe and 
ſtudy, the infernal and infatuated Miſcreants, 
forgetting the mild and noble nature of Eng- 
liſhmen, thirſted for his blood, but the God of 
his fathers ee him. 


13. Now, in order to give a colour to their 


iniquity, an atrocious deed, a crime of the 


blackeſt 7 , was committed. 


14. Letters were forged and read, purport- 
ing to be the Letters of the Doctor or his 
friends, wherein a deſign to dethrone the 
King, blow up the Parliament, and aboliſh 
the Taxes, was pretended to be faund, 


11 1} 


15. And behold, the dark deſign of the 
execrable monſter who forged the Letters was 
in part anſwered, 


16. For the Rioters were exaſperated to 
madneſs, and behold they burned and plun- 
dered many houſes in the country, for though 
REL1610N and LovyaLTy were at firſt their pre- 
tence, it was found that PLunDER was their 


principal object. 
17. And behold, many of the Roters 3 


 found- dead in the ruins of the houſe of 


RyLanD, having died in a ſtate of 2 
GP and fuflbcution, - 
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CHAP. IV. 


1. NOW were the men of Birmingham 
amazed at their own ſupineneſs and indiffer- 
ence, in ſuffering a lawleſs crew to commit ſuch 
horrid devaſtations. | 


2. And every man. reproached his neigh- 
bour with cowardice, or treachery, or bigotry, 
or ſuperſtition ; 


g. But ſome were inwardly. rejoiced, and 
ſaid in their hearts, now ſhall we ſee our deſire 
on our enemies, for they are Unitarians, and 
God has forſaken them. 


4. But the Lord will never forſake the | 


Unitarians, they are a choſen people, and the 
true worſhippers of the one God. 


— 


5. Remembering what was ſaid in old time 
by Moſes the Law giver, Hear, O Iſrael, the 


Lord thy God is one Lord. 
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6. But it pleaſed the Almighty Owe to- 


endue the Man Chriſt Jeſus with Wiſdom, and 
Virtue, and Power. 


7. And behold he taught Men the way of 


Salvation, and many believed him to be the. 
SENT of God. 


8. His doctrine conſiſted of the pfaineſt 
precepts in the plaineſt language, ſo that they 
who run might read. 


9. For his word was with power, and all 
the unprejudiced were convinced, becauſe his 
doctrine was conſiſtent with reaſon and the 

nature of things. 


10. The fineſt ſyſtem of morals which the- 
world hath ever ſeen was promulgated by him. 


1 Ad the truth of his miſſion he ſealed 
with his blood: 


And the following are Cog of the woutls 
which he uſed when ſpeaking of himſelf, 
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man, no not the angels of heaven, but my 


and all the contradictory ſayings of Athanaſius 


[ 134 } 
12. I can of my ownſelf do nothin g.— 


138. My doctrine is not mine, but his that” 
ſent me. 


14. The words that I ſpeak to you I ſpeak - 
not of myſelf, but the Father who-dwelleth in 
me, he doth the works. 


15, But of that day and hour knoweth no | 
Father only. 

This is the plain account of himſelf, 

16. But all the dark, all the myſterious, - 
concerning him ſhall be exploded, 


17. And Turk, ſacted and holy TRxUrn, 
ſhall eventually reign triumphant over Error 
and Superſtition, and the gates of hell ſhall nat 
prevail againſt it. 
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: CHAP v. 


1. YE Men of Birmingham, henceforth 
| hearken to the voice of Reaſon and of Charity, 


and learn to know, that Opinion alone is but of 
ſmalk eſtimation in the fight of God. 


2. For without holineſs no man ſhall ſee 
the Lord, and if ye have not ChaRrrr, how can 
you poſſeſs HoLIN ESS? 


3. We condemn no Man on account of 
his Opinion, whether he be Jew, or Pagan, or 1 
Mahometan, or Chriſtian. of whatever ſect. 7 


4. Whether he be Arian or Socinian, Cal- | x 
viniſt. or Lutheran, Arminian, or Catholic, 14 
Preſbyterian, Epiſcopalian, or Independent. l 


5, We have equal charity for you all, not | 
doubting but if ye be men of good lives and | 
ſober converſation that ye will 1 eaſy here | ' 
and happy hereafter, | br 
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6. The man who is wrong in opinion is an 
object of pity and not of anger, and beſide, 
who art thou that judgeſt another? 


7. To be wrong in opinion may be a miſ- 
fortune but can be no crime, when argument 
is oppoſed to argument who fhall decide? 


8. No man, or body of men, for all are 
equally fallible. 


9. This conſideration alone is ſufficient to 
teach us humility ; it ſhould teach us to exer-- 
ciſe charity one towards another, for we are all 
alike obnoxious to err. 


10. PR das of warm tempers will ſay, 
this man is conceited, and that man is ob. 
ſtinate. 


11. But calling names is not argument, for 
if it were, how eaſily might an opponent re- 
tort, you are ignorant and dogmatical ?: 
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12. If we cannot keep the unity of faith, let 


us not break the bonds of peace, and let every 
man judge for bimſelf. 


13. But be ye not afrighted at bug-bears, 
invented and ſet up by deſigning men, on 
purpoſe to hold your minds in ſubjection to 
Superſltion, and nnn | 


14. Search after the Tzxurn, and embrace 
and reverence it where-ever it be found ; de- 


fenq it with ſteadineſs, but not with violence, 


for violence worketh no good. 


15. Always remembering this maxim, that 
Error i is temporary, but Trath.i is eternal, and 
will prevail, | 1 


CHAP. vl. 


1. NOW the Men of Birmingham were di- 
vided in opinion, concerning the real cauſe of 
the riots, and ſome attributed them to one 
cauſe, and ſome to.another. 


2, The bigots, and Men of violent paſſions, 
and weak underſtandings, inſinuated that 
Prieſtley the Doctor was the author of the 
inflammatory hand-bill. 


3. Moreover, they ſaid that he was an Hea- 
then, and a Republican, and alſo that he was 
an enemy to the King, and the Conſtitution. 


. 


4. Now all theſe ſlanders, and lies were 
invented and propagated by the prieſts, who 
imagined that their craft was in danger, be- 

cauſe the Doctor ſought a repeal of the Act 
called the Teſt. 
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5.-And becauſe he wrote in a manly ſtyle 


on the ſubjet unto William the Chancellor, 
ſurnamed the Tory. 

6. And behold, a prieſt of the tribe of 
Tatham joined himſelf unto them. 


7: He was a keeper of old books, his 
W was to preſerve them from being eaten 
by the ſpiders and the worms, thoſe arch- 
enemies of ancient learning. 


8. And behold, this man was ſo wiſe, 
that he could almoſt diſtinguiſh the difference | 
| betwixt a verb and a ſubſtantive, 

9. Anda certain wiſe-acre, almoſt as know- 
ing as himfelf, perſuaded him that he was born 
to be a great Author, and a great Man. 


10. Becauſe his mother, when ſhe went 
with-child of him, had ſeven times dreamed 
that ſhe was brought to bed of a mitre. 
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11. 80 bid fell to writing, without either 
order, or method, or deſign: and he produced 
the ſtrangeſt farrago that has been ſeen or heard, 
- ſince the deſtruction of the tower of Babel. 


12. And behold, he raved about Fox, and 
Sheridan, and the King, and the King's ſon, 


13. And he ſaid, that the King was wiſe, 
and pious, and honeſt, and no man contra- 


14. And behold, this Apoſtle of Loyalty, 
raved about the coalition, and about Edmund 
Burke the Iriſhman, who, in his huge pamphlet 
moſt aptly compareth Sentiment unto N 

15. 1 in his ravings he affirmed, 
that two Apoſtles of Liberty were ; refuted, | 
without any anſwer. - 


16. And the admirers of Tatham thought 
it was wonderful, and others ſaid he was a liar. 
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17. And behold he ſaid, that the Rights of 
Man is a phantom, which is .a nothing, or a 
non- entity. 


1328. Now this doctrine is more ſubverſive 
of Liberty and the Conſtitution, than any 

thing which was ſaid by the Doctor's great 

predeceſſor Sacheverel, of precious memory. 


19. But the learned Doctor is a man of no 
consequence, and what he writeth no man re- 
oardeth. | | 


20. For ſome believe him to be nothing 
but a peevish old woman, in the habit of a 
man, ſo his impotent threats they defpiſe, and 
his profound ignorance they pity. 4 7 


21. Now behold, the prieſts, headed by 
old Mother Tatham, intrenched themſelves 
behind their Creeds, and their Articles, and 
they ſhot ink at the Doctor Prieſtley, but he 
ſmiled at their feeble efforts to hurt him. 
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. And behold, the anger of all the old 
women, and children, and prentice boys, and 
Prentice girls, was kindled againſt the Doctor. 


23. Becauſe of the howlings and bleatings 

of the prieſts, whoſe bleatings were like the 
bleatings of the calves of * the ſon of 
Nebat. . 


24. And behold, the dœmon of Diſcord 
Poſlefſed them, and they roared out Cnvncn 
AND KING! CHukch and KING! | 


25. The Church they always place before 
the King, for the Church, tho” it be a vague 
term, yet in their language means only them- 
ſelves. - 


26. And though they are compelled by 
the law, to acknowledge the King, as ſupreme 
Head of the Church, yet they impudently put. 
the Church, that is themſelves, before him. 
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27. Even as Wooley the Cardinal, the fon 


of a butcher, was wont to ſay, Ego et Rex meus, 
which being interpreted is, I and my King. 


28. And this is a ſtron g proof of their ex- 


treme modeſty, as well as of their profound 
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CHAP, Vl. 


I. NOW it came to paſs, that meſſengers 
were Tent unto George the King, to inform 
him of the riots, and the words which were 
ſpoken by the rabble, and their prieſts, 


2, And behold, the King was ſorely diſ- 
pleaſed, when he heard thereof, 


FR. And he called unto 22 his counſellors, 
and his wiſe men, and ſaid unto them, 


4, Tings have been received from the 
Town of Birmingham, in the Province of 
Warwick, Yhat the rabble, instigated by the 
ſons of Belial, have burned, and laid waſte the 
Temples, where the God of our Fathers was 
worſhipped. 


5. The houſes of my fa thful subjects they 
have pillaged; and TOE they have i | 
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6. Ruin and deſolation have overſpread 
the villages, and my * are filled with 
terror and Oe" | 


ley Ad the King ſaid, let Porte 8 three- 
889. and foot-men five hundred, be ſent with 
all ſpeed to quell the foul diſturbers of my 
realm. | | 


8. For behold, 1 am not the King of a 
faction, or of a few, who may inſolently call 
themſelves my beſt friends, and at the ſame 
time break " laws, 


9. Fam is King and the father of a whole 
people; and as the Almighty permits men to 
hold different opinions, why ſhould not I? 


| 10. Do not my people of Scotland em- 

brace opinions in ſome reſpects contrary to 
my own ? but is that any reaſon why they 
ſhould be N or I ſhould diſlike them? | 
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11. Are not the greater part of my people 
of Ireland, in the ſame ſituation? and am T 
not the King and father of them all ? 


12. Was not our dearly beloved Queen, 
the wife of our boſom, bred in a different 
opinion to ours? but ought I to diſlike her 
on that account ? : 


13. Know ye, that a bigot to any religious 
opinion, is a friend only to himſelf, and his 
own ſect; but a good king, as I told you 
before, is the friend and father of all his peace- 
able ſubjects. 


14. So the ſoldiers were ſent, as the king 
commanded, and peace and order were re- 
ſtored, in the town of Birmingham, and the 
neighbourhood thereof. 


15. Now the reſt of the acts of the rioters, 
behold they are written in the calenders of the 
gaolers of Worceſter and of Warwick. 


